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Partners’ Panorama
his may well be the last time that I shall
have the pleasure and opportunity of
writing Partners’ Panorama as Mr. Measor
and 1 will be retiring during the coming year.
You may not all know that I have been the
‘official censor’ for Pontifact since its inception
and ever since have read every word of Pontiflict
before it goes to print. The alterations and omis
sions which I have had to make have been very
very few, but it must be remembered that the
distribution of Pont/fact is far and wide and it is
therefore desirable to make certain that there is
nothing in it which could cause offence or be
misunderstood either at home or in some distant
land.
If my memory serves me right, the first person
who suggested that there should be some sort of
publication to spread news throughout the firm
was Zach Matthews who was at that time in
Nyasaland but owing to pressure of work,
various articles remained in my drawer for a
year or two.
The first edition of Ponrifrict was issued at
Christmas 1960 and the editors were Morris
Hopkins and Roy Wood, and needless to say,
the typing was done in great secrecy by Miss
Lishmund.
1 would like to quote the opening words of the
editorial of the first edition “In launching Ponti
flict our aims are twofold. Firstly to broadcast
personal news of members of the staff and the
activities of the various offices and sites so that
wherever you are working whether it be Victoria
Street or Nathan Road, Lagos or Glasgow, you
will be kept in the picture
Our second aim is
to provide scope for literary talent however
limited”.
.

1’
Statue of Field Marshal Sir George Stuart White,
Portland Place
Winning entry b’ Tony Williams in the Camera Club, Black and White Competition

.

.

The closing words were “Everyone must buy
a copy. If they don’t I shall detail them!
Editor (ex Regular Army).”
had my doubts as to whether, after the initial
flush of enthusiasm, the whole affair would
fizzle out particularly with editors who were
continually changing due to their being appointed
to site staff or overseas, but F was quite wrong.
Pont/fact has never looked back and has grown
in stature in every way and has now a world-wide
reputation.
Great credit must go to the many members of
the staff who have, from time to time, been
editors and to the innumerable writers, photo
graphers, cartoonists, poets, gossipers, gardeners,
sports writers, overseas correspondents and many
others who have contributed over the last eleven
years and made the publication such a great suc
cess.
I have received ‘rockets’ from places as far
apart as Hong Kong and British Honduras
because their copies have not been sent airfreight
and I have received many complimentary re
marks from readers outside the firm on the high
quality of the production.
In the first edition, there was an article on where
to have lunch in Westminster and described a
little pub where the food was good and the main
course cost two shillings and fourpence! What it
costs now I do not know, but Pont/fact still costs
a shilling.
Congratulations to all concerned on the
production of Pont/fact and long may it flourish.
My Partners join me in wishing you all a very
happy Christmas.
R.W.H.
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‘But I have had my head examined’
by R. R. Ca,,lbridt’L’

the industry it had over the years often
been suggested that the Resident Engineer
ought to have his head examined, and
being mindful of this all too frequent charge of
being unco-operative, the R.E. decided to do just
that.
He found himself in an unaccustomed dual role
in which he functioned as Client/Resident
Engineer. The work entailed the forming of the
hole for the examination, the removal of any
extraneous matter found, and the covering up by
means of a skin graft—on completion the site
was left clean and tidy to the satisfaction of the
RE. As time was the essence of the contract a
tender was accepted in which the starting date
was two weeks ahead with the completion date
ten days later.
In due course, on a Thursday, the Contractor
took possession of the site and immediately
provided excellent accommodation with Canteen
Services for the R.E. A member of the Con
tractor’s staff, to whom the task of carrying out
the work had been assigned, duly inspected the
site with a colleague to decide on the method of
working. The scheme which resulted included the
cutting of two triangular sections from the left
side of the R.E.s forehead and the subsequent
grafting in of material to be won from the leg or
arm. No indication of the scope of the work was
given, but the R.E. was called upon to sign a site
instruction in which the description of the work
was: ‘Scalp’. Feeling rather like the hero in
‘Custer’s Last Stand’ the R.E. suggested a pipe
of peace, but this proposal was waived aside.
On the following morning a sub-contractor
presented himself and proceeded to shave the
left leg of the R.E. from the knee to groin and
right around. The R.E. examined the material
revealed after the removal of the overburden
and gave his approval for its use in the works—
it was of course the best of its kind available.
Soon after attempts were made to distract the

attention of the R.E. from his responsibilities.
This of itself was not unusual and the light con
versation of a few of the more charming of the
operatives was not untoward, but the injection of
a drug did seem to be going rather too far. It was
explained to the R.E. that the work would be
carried out by a skilled operative in the Con
tractor’s specially designed workshop which,
in the trade, is known as a theatre, and transport
was arranged. On the way he was asked by the
Irish gent, who had as his co-driver a West
Indian man, whether he had with him either
false teeth or jewellery. He replied that he had
none of the first and that, being an R.E., his
jewellery was in the pop shop. After arriving in
the lobby of the workshop a delay occurred as
the skilled operative had not yet clocked in;
but as soon as he was seen the R.E.s vigilance
was overcome and he knew nothing more until
he awoke in his site office.
The RE. came out of his drowsiness with a
feeling of elation as he realised how strong
would be his position now that he was able to
say: ‘But I have had my head examined’. This
was followed by irritation when he found a large
roll of hessian on his right arm and none on his
left leg. He condemned himself for his lack of
vigilance for, in his failure adequately to super
vise, material from an unapproved source had
been incorporated in the works. Later he
measured up and found that the quantity of
2 whereas over
material used was 246 ems
2 had
burden over an area of close on 1800 ems
been removed. He made a mental note that the
Client must not be debited with the cost of this
unnecessary work.
During the curing period the RE. assisted the
Contractor by reducing to a minimum the time
spent by the operatives, who carried out inspec
tions twice daily. At each inspection he
immediately reported: ‘Temperature 984 F,
r.p.m. 72—all systems go’.

CHRISTMAS, 1971

5

After three days the main props were moved
and on the seventh day the top shuttering was
struck. An indentation * inch deep over the area
in which the examination had taken place was
revealed and it is reasonable to assume that the
Contractor was at fault in one, or either, of the
following ways:
(a) He had got his levels wrong.
(b) He had used rough shuttering—wrot was
specified.
(c) A blow-hole had been formed (by hot air).

The Contractor at first mentioned that the work
was within the specified tolerances, but it was
pointed out to him that the various maximum
tolerances were not cumulative. He subsequently
admitted that the work could not be described
as ‘fair-face’; but expressed the view that it
would improve in time with weathering and the
deficit would not be noticed.
A certificate of substantial completion has
been issued, bu the maintenance period is still
in force.

The Retirement of Mr. R. R. Cambridge
Mr. Cambridge, who retired in October, grad
uated from London University in 1932 and after
spending many years on civil engineering works
in the Far East and several other parts of the
world, joined the firm in May 1958 to take over
as Resident Engineer Bridges on the Maidstone
By-pass Motorway.
Since then he has acted as the firm’s Senior
Resident Engineer on a number of large building
contracts including the Royal Festival Hall
Completion, the Commercial Union Offices,
and the New Charing Cross Hospital at Fulham.

In addition to the valuable service that he has
given to the firm and to their clients, Mr. Cam
bridge’s wide knowledge and sound judgment
have enabled him to provide valuable training in
site and contractural matters for many of the
firm’s assistant engineers under agreement.
Mr. Cambridge has many other interests apart
from civil engineering, including cricket, golf,
gardening and foreign travel and our very best
wishes go with him for a thoroughly enjoyable
retirement.

An Intermediate Technology
By J.

problem of improving the lot of the
majority of the people in the developing
countries has proved as intractable as ever
during the past decade. Despite foreign aid and
development projects, there has been no notice
able improvement in the status or wealth of
ordinary people in the developing countries.
The introduction of sophisticated, expensive
techniques and equipment has assisted develop
ment regionally—there are better roads and major
water schemes for example—but the lot of the
ordinary man is unchanged and his villages are
without water, sanitation or access. There is

J.

Gandy

need for a change of approach to development
in order to bring real income to the subsistence
farmer and his family or to the unemployed youth
who drifts to the town.
The first phase of this study was given to four
Consulting firms of whom we were one. We were
able to make a major contribution to the report
and the second phase, comprising field investiga
tion and data collection in India and other
Countries, has been given to us in its entirety,
The Bank has expressed great satisfaction with the
work we have already done.
In essence, we are attempting to relate output
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of plant and labour to various types of road
construction under a wide variety of environ
mental conditions. The data so obtained will be
used in a computer model of a road construction
operation to determine the optimum mix of
plant and labour for any particular project. Some
research will also be done on quality control
under varying conditions. If the initial experiment
is successful, a data bank will be built up from
current and future road projects financed by the
World Bank. It is anticipated that one sideproduct of the study will be a requirement for

the scientific design of hand tools and simple
pieces of equipment which can be easily operated
and maintained.
It is very rare for Consulting Engineers to be
given a direct commission by the World Bank.
As this project is regarded as particularly impor
tant, our appointment must be taken as a con
siderable compliment. We have every hope that
the final outcome of the study will be as successful
as the first phase and that it will make a significant
contribution to the solution of these problems
in developing countries.

C.E.I. Award for P. A. Green

he Firm is very pleased to announce that
Phil Green has been awarded a C.E.I.
1851 Senior Industrial Fellowship for two
terms of full-time teaching and research at
Cambridge University. This award follows
directly from recent collaboration between the
Firm and the university during which Phil and
Jim Cocksedge made regular visits to Cambridge
to supervise a design project in Soil Mechanics for
third-year undergraduates. As a result of this
collaboration the university asked the Firm for
agreement to their submitting Phil’s name to the
C.E.1. for the Fellowship which is specifically
aimed at encouraging closer ties between the
universities and industry.
In addition to the C.E.l. Award, Churchill
College has granted Phil a Senior Commoner
Fellowship, thus allowing him to enter more
fully into university life during his stay in
Cambridge.
Many members of the Firm will recall that in
1965 Phil went to the U.S.A. to study at Harvard
University under Professor Casagrande on what
would now be called a Guthlac Wilson Fellow
ship. As a result of these studies he was sub
sequently awarded an Austin B. Mason prize for
his work in Soil Mechanics.

7
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Pieces of Eight!
by Steve Godfrey

Jooking out into Pevensey Bay, Sussex,
that October day, with the waves
breaking hard onto the shoreline and
the wind blowing rain on our faces, it didn’t
seem such a good idea after all. This was to have
been the culmination of many months of re
search in museums, Navy departments and the
Public Record Office in London; the prize we
were seeking was the H.M.S. Resolution, sunk
in ‘Pemsey’ during November, 1703, in a great
gale that lashed the English coast causing much
havoc to shipping and property inshore. Being
Projects Officer, Nautical Archaeology Group,
Holborn Branch, British Sub-Aqua Club, and
this being my idea, I had to bear the brunt of the
caustic comments of the other members (I was
glad they didn’t really mean them). It was a
course at the School for Nautical Archaeology,
Plymouth (sponsored by the Archaeological

Department of London University) where I saw
all those cannons and bits of wreck of the H.M.S.
Coronation, sunk in the 17th century off Rame
Head, in the lovely clear waters of Devon, that
had spurred me on to try and find our own wreck.
We have already a Roman area off the coast at
Seaford, Sussex, and have found a Roman
amphora neck and a stone anchor. The divers of
Sussex University Club, who are co-operating
with us, have found the bottom half of a wheat
grinding mill and yet another stone anchor. All
these finds have been plotted on a survey we
have taken of the site, and we hope one day to
find the remains of Roman dwellings or even a
Roman shipwreck!
We decided to try and find the remains of the
Resolution as she should have had about 70
cannons on board and surely, we thought, one of
these could be located without too much trouble.

—

The Nautical
Archaeology Team
It is a very great honour that one of our staff
has been chosen by the C.E.I. for one of their
grants, as well as being a notable personal
achievement for Phil, to whom we express our
warmest congratulations.

0.

-

PONTIFACT No. 28

6

of plant and labour to various types of road
construction under a wide variety of environ
mental conditions. The data so obtained will be
used in a computer model of a road construction
operation to determine the optimum mix of
plant and labour for any particular project. Some
research will also be done on quality control
under varying conditions. If the initial experiment
is successful, a data bank will be built up from
current and future road projects financed by the
World Bank. It is anticipated that one sideproduct of the study will be a requirement for

the scientific design of hand tools and simple
pieces of equipment which can be easily operated
and maintained.
It is very rare for Consulting Engineers to be
given a direct commission by the World Bank.
As this project is regarded as particularly impor
tant, our appointment must be taken as a con
siderable compliment. We have every hope that
the final outcome of the study will be as successful
as the first phase and that it will make a significant
contribution to the solution of these problems
in developing countries.

C.E.I. Award for P. A. Green

he Firm is very pleased to announce that
Phil Green has been awarded a C.E.I.
1851 Senior Industrial Fellowship for two
terms of full-time teaching and research at
Cambridge University. This award follows
directly from recent collaboration between the
Firm and the university during which Phil and
Jim Cocksedge made regular visits to Cambridge
to supervise a design project in Soil Mechanics for
third-year undergraduates. As a result of this
collaboration the university asked the Firm for
agreement to their submitting Phil’s name to the
C.E.1. for the Fellowship which is specifically
aimed at encouraging closer ties between the
universities and industry.
In addition to the C.E.l. Award, Churchill
College has granted Phil a Senior Commoner
Fellowship, thus allowing him to enter more
fully into university life during his stay in
Cambridge.
Many members of the Firm will recall that in
1965 Phil went to the U.S.A. to study at Harvard
University under Professor Casagrande on what
would now be called a Guthlac Wilson Fellow
ship. As a result of these studies he was sub
sequently awarded an Austin B. Mason prize for
his work in Soil Mechanics.

7

CHRISTMAS, 1971

Pieces of Eight!
by Steve Godfrey

Jooking out into Pevensey Bay, Sussex,
that October day, with the waves
breaking hard onto the shoreline and
the wind blowing rain on our faces, it didn’t
seem such a good idea after all. This was to have
been the culmination of many months of re
search in museums, Navy departments and the
Public Record Office in London; the prize we
were seeking was the H.M.S. Resolution, sunk
in ‘Pemsey’ during November, 1703, in a great
gale that lashed the English coast causing much
havoc to shipping and property inshore. Being
Projects Officer, Nautical Archaeology Group,
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Department of London University) where I saw
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Coronation, sunk in the 17th century off Rame
Head, in the lovely clear waters of Devon, that
had spurred me on to try and find our own wreck.
We have already a Roman area off the coast at
Seaford, Sussex, and have found a Roman
amphora neck and a stone anchor. The divers of
Sussex University Club, who are co-operating
with us, have found the bottom half of a wheat
grinding mill and yet another stone anchor. All
these finds have been plotted on a survey we
have taken of the site, and we hope one day to
find the remains of Roman dwellings or even a
Roman shipwreck!
We decided to try and find the remains of the
Resolution as she should have had about 70
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—

The Nautical
Archaeology Team
It is a very great honour that one of our staff
has been chosen by the C.E.I. for one of their
grants, as well as being a notable personal
achievement for Phil, to whom we express our
warmest congratulations.
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-

8

PONTIFACT No. 25

We estimated that she should lie in not more than
40 feet of water, and our air should last quite a
long time at that shallow depth, while the
problems of decompression would be minimal.
All winter long we had trod our way through
reams of reports and logs at the Public Record
Office and now we had quite a good idea of the
location, maybe not exactly ‘x’ marks the spot,
but with a couple of sweep searches we should
find some clue—ballast stones, cannon, bits of
spars or even an anchor. We had, however,
reckoned without the vagaries of the English
climate. This was to be our fifth attempt at a
search: four times before winds and adverse
conditions had barred even a paddle in the bay,
but this time
It was three o’clock in the afternoon before
we managed to launch our inflatable boats, and
twelve intrepid divers were away to search for
our ‘treasure boat’. The first pair of divers were
dropped to ‘recce’ the area, and we waited for a
report of conditions below. Two heads surfaced

and we drew alongside them. ‘Can’t see a bloody
thing’, said one, and the other diver just drew
his finger across his throat. We decided to go a
little farther seaward. This time myself and a
companion dropped into the sea. The visibility
was appalling, I couldn’t even see the bottom
until I made contact—with my hands! I could
barely see my depth gauge with a torch. It was
45 feet, and seemed like 145 feet it was so dark.
My companion who was following me down the
float line came crashing into me as 1 sat waiting
at the bottom. I couldn’t see him, but managed
to indicate by tapping on his air cylinder that it
was hopeless and that we should surface. The
rain by this time was really lashing down, the
wind was blowing harder and seas were building
up into a nice little storm, so once again the dive
was called oft. The diving season is over now until
next April, and so our wreck still remains un
discovered. Then, I suppose that nothing that is
worthwhile is ever easily found. Now once again
it’s back to the archives, and the hopes of a
calmer season next year.
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Opening of SWKP Darts Centre

11

American Days
By MiIe Slimi

Mr. R. H. Hawkey accepts the key to the S.W.K.P. Darts board cabinet from the Club’s secretary,
Ted Cox. In a brief address which followed, Mr. Hawkey mentioned his interest in the Inter-Section
Darts Championship series, and added that it was this type of friendly rivalry throughout the firm
made an additional contribution within the sphere of communications. In testimony of this, he then
teamed up with John Stamper against Maurice Watson and Gordon Forrest. The exciting three games
match which followed, ended in triumph for the President
and his partner when John Stamper notched an accurate
double 15 to secure a 2—I victory. The pleasant ceremony
was enhanced by the attendance of Sheila Dray and Ivy
Claissé of the Telephone room, Secretaries Maureen
Beadle and ‘Liz’ Wilson and Sue Mason of Planning.
The ladies not only added charm to the occasion but also
ensured that guests were welcomed with light refreshment.

I

Jmerica the Beautiful—Love it or
Leave it’—so reads the sign on many
an American’s car: the students reply
with ‘Vietnam—Love it and Leave it’ stickers.
This summed up the tension that exists in America
and which was very evident in Ithaca, the mediumsized town to which I had come in September,
1970, for post-graduate study.
Ithaca lies in New York State, about 250 miles
north-west of New York City, and owes its
financial existence today to one major industry—
Cornell University. The town lies at the end of a
lake surrounded by hills through which streams
flow by way of deep gorges and waterfalls cut by
the same glacial action that created the lake
below.
In many ways it is a beautiful setting: it ob
viously caught Ezra Cornell’s fancy back in
1865 because he decided to spend his money on
‘an institution where any person can find instruc
tion in any study’. He built on top of one of the
hills overlooking the town, employing the
traditional Oxford-Cambridge style of enclosed
squares; the original buildings are now heavily
encrusted with ivy—hence’s Cornell’s member
ship of the Ivy League along with Harvard and
Yale.
Despite its historical traditions, historical by
American standards, Cornell has had to change
with the times. Affairs were certainly different
from my undergraduate days when doors were
locked and spikes bristled (to keep us in or the
other sex out?). At Cornell living arrangements
were virtually unregulated; mixed flats were nor
mal and even the halls of residence for first year
students had been ‘integrated’.
There was plenty of freedom also in the choice
of courses: engineering undergraduates could
take lectures in subjects as far removed from
the engineering image as nineteenth century
music and social psychology, they were en
couraged so to do. Diversification of interest

was indeed one of the requirements for the degree
that I was working towards.
With all this flexibility the campus was alive
between lectures with students moving from one
department to another; special buses constantly
circled for those with weak legs—the art of
walking seems nearly dead in America. The
campus was alive in other ways too, hardly a
day went by without some political pamphlet
being thrust into one’s hands.
In both Spring terms of the previous two years
the university had been forced to close down for a
week; the whole of this Spring the big question
around campus was ‘When will it happen?’
So everybody speculated on the reasons that
would provoke this year’s mass marches, sit-ins
and talk-ins. in the event it was an anti-climax,
just one half-day of protest was organised; even
the protest itself was subdued and formal. it
started with an open-air meeting addressed by a
Senator from Congress, then a mass sending of
telegrams to the President calling for changes in
the Vietnam policy and ended, strangely enough,
with the repainting of a pavillion in the city park.
Political problems were not the only ones in
student minds. Posters exhorted you to ‘take care
of your ecosystem’ or asked if you had ‘thanked
a green plant today’. Magazines blasted
away about the evils of fashion styles, advising
readers to buy only second-hand clothes. Paper
products and packaging also attracted concern:
the advice when buying a product in a shop was
to remove the packaging and wrapping and
straight away return it to the assistant.
All products must be in some way re-usable
or re-cyclable: bottles of course must be return
able. The environment, conservation, reduction
of consumption, and ecology were big issues at
Cornell. The general consciousness of the
inevitable human disaster inherent in a continua
tion of the present American living style was
very high.
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This style of life is terribly pervasive: it reaches
everywhere. Drive-in hamburger stands, pizza
huts and ice cream parlours together with the
inevitable rows of car dealers and garishly
illuminated motels announce your arrival in
every small town on the road from Maine to
California. This enables the average American
to feel at home wherever he travels inside his
country. To the visitor this sameness might be
oppressive, and yet once you get away into the
countryside all this is forgotten by the magnifi
cence of the scenery. The richness and the variety
of this scenery is amazing: America has deserts
and mangrove swamps, mountains and neverending plains, thundering waterfalls and immense
rivers.
But perhaps the greatest strength of the States
is summarised by its fame as the melting pot’.
Despite racial problems the country has managed
to assimilate people from every nation in Europe.
The strength of this mixing was obvious in seclu
ded Ithaca which had not been seriously touched
by the problems involved in integrating blacks
with whites. The friendliness and openness of
both students and professors was very striking
(virtually anybody who lifted a piece of chalk at
Cornell was termed a professor).

It was this probably more than anything else
that made Ithaca for both myself and my wife
though she did find the friendliness had dis
advantages. She had a job in a department store
and nearly broke down after the one thousandth
customer had told her that her accent was just
cute and quite darling.
We left with many happy memories but
perhaps one stands out above the rest just because
of its sheer excitement. Sport is very important
at Ametican universities and nothing was more
important at Cornell than ice hockey. On a
sub-zero (Fahrenheit) evening nothing could be
more exhilarating than to see Cornell’s Big Red
hockey squad take to the ice together with their
brown bear mascot to the roar of four thousand
supporters and the deafening banging of the full
university brass band crammed somehow into
one corner of the indoor stadium.
Arriving back in London we were nervously
greeted by my parents. Would we come back
Americanised? Smiles of relief appeared on their
faces as they realised that we had left Brooklyn
accents behind us and that what we wanted
straight away was a decent beer in the nearest
available pub.

CHRISTMAS, 1971

13

the proposal which he originated in Melbourne
in 1967 brought into being and established on a
firm footing. He was elected Deputy President of
the Federation until the conclusion of the next
Convention to be held in America during 1974.
At least four European countries which could not
attend the meetings in New Zealand are expected
to join the Federation soon and interchanges of
visits between member countries are already
being planned, which will advance still further
the international co-operation and friendship
built up in the Melbourne and subsequent
London meetings.
The other highlight of the week in Hamilton
was the rare honour accorded to the national

Obituaiy
Mrs. Dora Carter
Older members of the Firm will be very
sorry to learn of the death of Mrs.
Dora Carter in July this year. Dora
joined the firm of Sir Cyril Kirkpatrick &
Partners in 1927 as an accountant, and worked
continuously with that partnership (except

World Rose Convention in
New Zealand

Over

60,000 people attended the events
in the International Rose Convention
held in Hamilton, New Zealand, during
the second week in November, including a party
of members of the Royal National Rose Society
from Britain, led by the President, Mr. F. M.
Bowen. On their way to New Zealand, this party
visited Thailand, where Mr. and Mrs. Bowen
met Bertie Lawrence Sour man in Bangkok’ and
Mrs. Lawrence; and also Sydney and Melbourne,
where Mr. Bowen spent some time with a number
of engineers including our old friends Geoffrey
Clark and Tom Baxter.

During the convention week, a series of meet
ings was held between delegates representing ten
countries, which culminated in the official in
auguration and first Council meeting of the
World Federation of Rose Societies. The remark
able spirit of goodwill that existed between all
the national delegates enabled a complete
Constitution and Rules, and Committee sYstem
to be agreed unanimously within five days—
thanks in no small measure, we gather, to drafts
typed beforehand in an office well known to
readers

of Ponrifact!

Thus, Mr. Bowen had the pleasure of seeing

delegates when they were invited with their
wives to and entertained in her own home by
Queen Te Ata, the Queen of the Maori peoples
Mr. Bowen was accorded the privilege of acting
as spokesman and, with Mrs. Bowen, of intro
ducing the other visitors to Queen Te Ata, one of
whose subjects was Inia Te Wiata, the famous
Maori carver and singer who died before he had
quite completed his famous sculpture for New
Zealand House. Mr. and Mrs. Bowen met his
youngest daughter and the master carver whose
pupil he was; and the Queen’s husband, and they
were intensely interested in the preparations
designed by Wally Grainger’s Section for
installing the sculpture in its London home.

for a short period when she left to have her
family) and then with Scott Wilson Kirk
patrick & Partners until her retirement in
December, 1965. We shall remember her with
great affection, and extend our deepest sym
pathy to her family.

Club Notes
Camera Club
The Caniera Club is facing a year of increased
activity with a number of new members showing
considerable interest in the use of the darkroom.
The lunchtime slide shows have continued to
flourish, with the United States featuring
prominently in the current programme. The first
Annual Outing (officially entitled the Extended
Lunchtime Meeting) of the London Office will
take place in the Spring and details will be an
nounced later, but only fully paid up members
may attend.
The season started well with a total of 201

slides entered for the Bernard Ranger Trophy.
But for the restriction on the number of slides
to be entered by each individual, the total would
have exceeded last years record.
This year entries were received from Brunei
and we should like to encourage other overseas
offices to follow suit. To overcome the problem
of the entry fee we can cover three entries per
person out of the sale of the envelope if suitably
attractive stamps are chosen.
We congratulate David King on his second
success in this competition. In the absence of the
President, who was overseas, Mr. Henry presented
the cup.
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firm footing. He was elected Deputy President of
the Federation until the conclusion of the next
Convention to be held in America during 1974.
At least four European countries which could not
attend the meetings in New Zealand are expected
to join the Federation soon and interchanges of
visits between member countries are already
being planned, which will advance still further
the international co-operation and friendship
built up in the Melbourne and subsequent
London meetings.
The other highlight of the week in Hamilton
was the rare honour accorded to the national

Obituaiy
Mrs. Dora Carter
Older members of the Firm will be very
sorry to learn of the death of Mrs.
Dora Carter in July this year. Dora
joined the firm of Sir Cyril Kirkpatrick &
Partners in 1927 as an accountant, and worked
continuously with that partnership (except

World Rose Convention in
New Zealand

Over

60,000 people attended the events
in the International Rose Convention
held in Hamilton, New Zealand, during
the second week in November, including a party
of members of the Royal National Rose Society
from Britain, led by the President, Mr. F. M.
Bowen. On their way to New Zealand, this party
visited Thailand, where Mr. and Mrs. Bowen
met Bertie Lawrence Sour man in Bangkok’ and
Mrs. Lawrence; and also Sydney and Melbourne,
where Mr. Bowen spent some time with a number
of engineers including our old friends Geoffrey
Clark and Tom Baxter.

During the convention week, a series of meet
ings was held between delegates representing ten
countries, which culminated in the official in
auguration and first Council meeting of the
World Federation of Rose Societies. The remark
able spirit of goodwill that existed between all
the national delegates enabled a complete
Constitution and Rules, and Committee sYstem
to be agreed unanimously within five days—
thanks in no small measure, we gather, to drafts
typed beforehand in an office well known to
readers

of Ponrifact!

Thus, Mr. Bowen had the pleasure of seeing

delegates when they were invited with their
wives to and entertained in her own home by
Queen Te Ata, the Queen of the Maori peoples
Mr. Bowen was accorded the privilege of acting
as spokesman and, with Mrs. Bowen, of intro
ducing the other visitors to Queen Te Ata, one of
whose subjects was Inia Te Wiata, the famous
Maori carver and singer who died before he had
quite completed his famous sculpture for New
Zealand House. Mr. and Mrs. Bowen met his
youngest daughter and the master carver whose
pupil he was; and the Queen’s husband, and they
were intensely interested in the preparations
designed by Wally Grainger’s Section for
installing the sculpture in its London home.

for a short period when she left to have her
family) and then with Scott Wilson Kirk
patrick & Partners until her retirement in
December, 1965. We shall remember her with
great affection, and extend our deepest sym
pathy to her family.

Club Notes
Camera Club
The Caniera Club is facing a year of increased
activity with a number of new members showing
considerable interest in the use of the darkroom.
The lunchtime slide shows have continued to
flourish, with the United States featuring
prominently in the current programme. The first
Annual Outing (officially entitled the Extended
Lunchtime Meeting) of the London Office will
take place in the Spring and details will be an
nounced later, but only fully paid up members
may attend.
The season started well with a total of 201

slides entered for the Bernard Ranger Trophy.
But for the restriction on the number of slides
to be entered by each individual, the total would
have exceeded last years record.
This year entries were received from Brunei
and we should like to encourage other overseas
offices to follow suit. To overcome the problem
of the entry fee we can cover three entries per
person out of the sale of the envelope if suitably
attractive stamps are chosen.
We congratulate David King on his second
success in this competition. In the absence of the
President, who was overseas, Mr. Henry presented
the cup.
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Badminton Club
With the Badminton season only a few weeks
old at the time of writing there is little to report
except that the club has played its first match
for two years. Our opponents were Mott. Hay
and Anderson and our spies who had seen them
playing reported that their standard was low.
Obviously ours was poor as we lost 6—3! Mott
Hay had managed to find four very good players
whom our spies had not seen—so much for
inside information. Also our best player could
not make himself available to play for fear of
losing his place in his Rugby team if he did not
attend training so we do have some excuses.
It is hoped to arrange a return match early in
the New Year and to field a stronger side. The
possibility of further matches is also being
explored.
MARK STEVENS

Soccer
As the Familiar Strains Die A 1101’
Hello, good evening, welcome, and over
immediately to Dan where something interesting
is happening hello Dan what’s happening with
you well Brian it’s really interesting it’s raining
and the courts are flooded Rod Layer serving for
the set against Brian Phelps a real turnup with
Mark Cox winning the 100 metres freestyle and
back to you Brian thank you Dan and over to
zzzzzzzzuh ah er
John Arlott at the Oval
Sobers bowls to Boycott who watches that one
very closely, very closely very closely indeed, and
no, he doesn’t play a stroke over to EW for
an analysis of that er no-stroke I well remember
that I’ve forgotten what I’m talking about
zzzzzzzz thankyou John and straight over to
Eddie eeee well t’Trinity were on form today ran
in twenty two tries with no reply from Wigan 00
ad t’hooker sent off for butting Trinity full back
on’t big toe bali gum ee’s a good lad though
runs an all-in hairdressing salon in his spare
time little bit of trouble at Hunslet where the ref
sent off 24 men apart from that a good open game
Saint Helens getting the all important third and
final pin fall thankyou Eddie and over to Twick
enham and Cliff Morgan what about the inter
national Cliff well you know Brian look you
Barry John bach fantastic poetry valleys eisteddfod
Secombe (splutter splutter) thankyou Cliff
straight over to you Peter West—slow waltz in
a pink sequinned organza low cut bust OOWHAT
AGIVEAWAYIMSORRY thankyou Peter and
.

.

.

now for an in-depth fact-finding personalityrevealing interview with my own favourite
fantastic golfer—Tony what’s the secret of your
unbelievable success well Brian—or let me put it
another way Tony mate what do you do for
relaxation well Brian actually—or Tony seeing
it in a different light my old son what did you
have for breakfast this morning oh I’m sorry
we’re out of time fascinating talking to you
great great super and over to Ascot with Peter
O’Sullevan hello Peter hello Raymond and I have
just seen one of the greatest finishes with the
favourite inching her way to victory after the
other horse had fallen at the starting gate 1 well
remember this race last year when Lester Piggott
won a surprise to the horses running and over to
Max at Brands Hatch—WHERE WE HAVE A
VERY EXCITING RACE ON ITS LAST LAP
IN THE LEAD BBBBRRRRRRRRRRRRRR
MMMMMM CLOSELY BBBBRRRRRRRRR
RRRMMMMMM THESE TWO BBBBRRRR
RRRRRRRRMMMMMM AND THAT IS
THE TERRIFIC STRUGGLE HERE BACK
TO THE STUDiOS and now Harry Carpenter
interviews Britain’s latest boxing sensation well
Jack what does it feel like to be champ well Brian
well er Jack does it seem good to be cham
er let me put the question in a
pion of Britain
more definite way thankyou Harry and now for
the latecomers’ reading of the results by Kenneth
Worsethanever (am I on) oh yes well this SWKP
team are really something this season three
tremendous wins two terribly unlucky and totally
undeserved defeats all due to the brilliance of
their dynamic new captain (hang on that doesn’t
really sound right) knitted into a powerful driving
and drinking unit a talented squad (what a word)
well I was on the spot for their last ganie and I
had this to say:
Here I am on the Scrubs, to my left the prison,
to my right the main stand (courtesy British Rail)
and here comes the team now. The spectator goes
berserk—oh sorry she’s watching the game on
the next pitch. Anyway the players are jogging
the mile from the dressing room; fitness really
plays a big part with these lads—ah the goal
keeper has collapsed, and they’re trying to revive
him—my, that’s original, I must tell AIf about
that one. Well they’ve got the goalkeeper as far
as his goal now, and,—[ suppose this is tactics—
they’ve suspended him from the crossbar. He
seems to be operated by a piece of string held
oh well, the rest of the team
by the left back
are huddled in their pre-match discussion of the
opponents, not to mention the after match drinks.
.

.

.

.

.

.
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This week they’re sending a get well soon card to
last week’s referee (a slight accident in the car
park with a sixteen ton weight) And now for the
results so far.
v. Clissold Utd Won 4—3 (Half-time 2—0)
SWKP led 3—0 just after half-time when Eric
Farrell started to turn on his football magic.
Unfortunately lie was playing for the opposition
who had only turned up with nine men; what with
referee Stuart Mawer (ex-SWKP captain fondly
remembered) nursing a broken arm and a grudge
the score quickly became 3—3 before Pete Eckert
lobbed the winner from the right touchline.
Really opportunist play there Peter.
(HT 2—I)
v. Powell & Moya Won 6—2
Both sides had trouble in raising teams and the
first half of the game was played with ten Scotts
against nine opposition. The second half added
one person to each side but the scoreline even
tually reflected the numerical difference. The
secret weapons in our favour were undoubtably
the oriental inscrutability of Steve Cheng and the
skill of choosing friends to make up the team.
Lost 2—4 (HT 1—2)
i’. Sir William Halcrow
Played under floodlights on a hard all-weather
pitch, the team spent the first 15 niinutes trying
to find out why the ball bounced so high. By this
time 1-lalcrows were 2—0 up, but SWKP fought
back to a half time score of 2—1. In the second
half, John Surridge led sustained Scott pressure
on the Halcrow goal, but breakaway goals at
the beginning and end of the half gave Halcrows
a 4—2 win in an excellent game.
v. Powell & Moya Won 5—3 (HT 3—I)
Powell & Moya again turned up with only nine
men, so a ten-a-side game was played with Terry
Keefe on the opposing side. Rather fortunately
Terry didn’t turn up until almost the end of the
first half (by which time SWKP were leading by
three goals) because lie immediately became the
backbone of the other team. Not long into the
second half the score reached 3—3; this precipitated
the feared tactic of moving the well-known Geoff
French into the forward line. The mighty man,
who has been seen to drain a half-time orange
with but a single sweep of his molars, caused
enough havoc to actually score one goal and
allow Pete Eckert to score his second thus
winning the match 5—3.
Lost 1—4 (HT 1—1)
i’. Chingstowe Utd
Graenie Cripps was restored to the position of
goalkeeper, and promptly, began to learn to
count on his toes. Meanwhile Dave Weller was
practising his place kicks with the aim of con
verting Graenie. SWKP took the lead with a
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brilliant individual goal by new wonder discovery
gentle genial giant Geoff French (now will you
stop asking me to play rugby). However, Dave
Weller was injured trying to stop Chingstowe’s
equalising goal, and soon afterwards, Mike
Kennedy retired with concussion. Despite heroic
work in the second half by American football
reject Mike Slinn and the noble captain employing
all the facets of his soils engineering experience,
Chingstowe scpred three more goals to win
comfortably.
Summarising the season so far, the playing
record is as follows:
won 3 lost 2 drawn 0 goals for 18 against 16.
Leading scorers are:
Pete Eckert 5; Nic Clemson, Mike Kennedy,
Geoff (Wonderboy) French 2.
Thank you to all the people (23 total) who have
played this season, including those who have
subsequently left the country. A special inention
for K. Hackney, who has only played once this
season; thank you for only playing once, Keith.
Thank you to the partners for their continued
support, and finally remember that the secretary
is always interested in talking to people.
mind those
Right, that’s it, evening all, and
late tackles or it’s an early bath.
.

.

.

PAUL DISNEY

Cricket
Four wins from ten matches does not appear
to be a good record. However, a closer examina
tion of the match results shows that the scores in
several games which we lost were extremely close
and with a little more luck we might have reversed
these results to finish the season with a better
record. Although there were one or two dis
appointments due to rain and one unfortunate
incident in which Dave Farthing received a nasty
gash over his eye when keeping wicket, the
season was very enjoyable. Despite my pessi
mistic predictions in the Summer Ponufact
metrication did not affect the game and the only
effort to modernize it was
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Gollins Melvin Ward & Pts v. S.W.K.P.
42
9Ofor7
K. Hackney 14 no.
R. Edwards 3 for 26
This was one of our more dismal efforts. Our
opponents opened the batting and soon had us
chasing around the field as they accumulated 52
without loss. Roly Edwards redeemed the posi
tion slightly by taking three quick wickets but
the damage had been done. Our batsrnen were
all hopelessly out of touch and it was left to
Keith Hackney batting at No. 11 to make our
score look slightly more respectable.
Costains
62 for 5
J. Greenfield 3 for 11
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realises that he opens the bowling as well.
Congratulations also to John Greenfleld who as
usual bowled far more overs than anyone else
and has at last managed to head the bowling
table. I offer my thanks to Ron Chapman for
skippering the side and to Peter Eckert who acted
as my deputy earlier in the year when I was other
wise disposed. Thanks also to the Partners for
providing us with such wonderful facilities.
The Summer edition of Pontifact contained a
brief description of our early matches, and a
summary of the remainder follows:
Nyasaland Leopards
86 for 8
D. Weller 3 for 13

v. S.W.K.P.

89 for 7
M. Finn 33
D. Weller 20 n.o.

Unfortunately a cloudburst occurred just as
we were about to commence and the match was
reduced from an afternoon fixture to an evening
match of 20 overs batting each. The Leopards
under the captaincy of Mr. Grace opened the
batting and despite some hostile bowling by Dave
Weller accumulated a reasonable total. Nick
Finn was in good form with the bat and with
Roly Edwards shared in a useful stand of 48 which
really gave us the upper hand. Dave Weller
carried on the good work and despite a minor
collapse caused by Mr. Grace bowling two of
our batsmen in one over, we eventually passed
our target in the last over of the match.

V.

S.W.K.P.
61
K. Hackney 14 n.o.

Batting first, our batsmen must have been
suffering from a complex of some sort following
the defeat the previous week and we collapsed to
22 for 7. Furtunately our tail-enders K. Hackney,
J. Greenfield and P. Disney were not overawed
by our opponents and between them scored al
most twice this amount. Our bowlers were in
good form and some really tight bowling caused
our opponents to miss a heartbeat or two before
they passed our total in the twenty-second over.
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Howard Humphries
89for7
R. Chapman 3 for 31

t’.

S.W.K.P.
84for7

Our bowlers gave us a good start in this match
by taking our opponents first three wickets very
cheaply, pressing home our advantage we had
our opponents reeling until an unbeaten stand
of 46 for their eighth wicket made the score more
than reasonable. Our batsmen were still in poor
form and although several players made double
figures we were very slow to score and at the end
of our alloted 20 overs were 15 short of the
required total.

RESULTS FOR

1971

S.W.K. & PIs.
S.W.K. & Pts. 109
President’s Match
S.W.K. & Pts. 89
S.W.K. & Pts. 89
S.W.K. & Pts. 42
S.W.K. & Pts. 61
S.W.K. & Pts. 84
S.W.K. & Pts. 75
S.W.K. & Pts. 92
S.W.K. & Pts. 100
S.W.K. & Pts. 148

v.
for 5

v.

for 9
for 7

v.
v.

v.
v.

v.

for 4

v.
v.

for 7
for 6
for 9

i’.

v.

SEASON

8

Winner D. Weller

Single wicket competition

W. S. Atkins & Pts. (No play due to rain)
Travers Morgan & Pts. 110 for 5
No play due to rain
Charing Cross Hospital 95 for 2
Nyasaland Leopards 86 for 7
Gollins Melvin Ward & Pts. 90 for 7
Richard Costains 62 for 5
Long Ditton II team 98 for 7
Sir A. Gibb & Pts. 66
Howard l-Iumphries 89 for 7
Binnie & Pts. 92 for 7
Long Ditton II team 155 for 5

Played 10

Lost 6

Won 4

BATTING AVERAGES

D. Weller
M. Finn
C. Holmes
R. Chapman
D. Hitchings
K. Hackney
P. Eckert
R. Edwards
A. Clarke
P. Disney
P. Battley
J. Greenfield
P. Green

No. of
innings

Times
Not Out

Total
Runs

Highest
Score

Average

6
5
2
7
9
8
6
9
10
5
5
5
6

3
0
0
0
1
3
0
0
0
2
I
1
0

75
96
27
77
85
53
63
92
101
22
27
26
31

35
33
15
31
33*
14
27
42
32
10
8
13
12

25
192
135
11
10625
106
105
1022
1001
733
675
65
51

ALSO BATTED

P. Whatling

M. Bailey

P. Margesson
*_Not Out

Sir Alexander Gibb & Pts v. S.W.K.P.
75
66
D. Hitchings 20
R. Chapman 3 for 10
D. Lyon 3 for 18
Batting first we were soon in trouble and
collapsed to 37 for 6 and it was left to our tail
end batsmen who included myself to rectify the
position. Fortunately our bowlers were again
performing well and Dave Weller and John
Greenfield bowled in a most hostile manner for
the first twelve overs. Ron Chapman and Dave
Lyon continued the good work to give us our
first victory for some weeks.

taking another three wickets very cheaply.
Unfortunately we were not able to press home
our advantage and at the end of 20 overs our
opponents had accumulated a good total. Our
batsmen were in better form for this match and
batting steadily produced a thrilling finish passing
the required total in the last over of the
match.

S.W.K.P.
92for6
A. Clarke 32
D. Hitchings 33 no.

Howard Humphries batted first and were soon
in trouble losing two wickets for six runs. A
short stand of 26 was followed by our bowlers

Name

Long Ditton us
98for7

V.

BOWLING AVERAGES

Name
J. Greenfield
R. Chapman
D. Weller
R. Edwards
K. Hackney
P. Margesson

Overs

No. of
Maidens

No. of
Wickets

No. of
Runs

Average

50
324
34
32
24
112

8
3
5
2
2
0

14
10
8
10
7
1

193
152
130
172
124
64

1378
152
1625
172
177
640

ALSO BOWLED

D. Lyon

P. Bailey
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R. Edwards 3 for 26
This was one of our more dismal efforts. Our
opponents opened the batting and soon had us
chasing around the field as they accumulated 52
without loss. Roly Edwards redeemed the posi
tion slightly by taking three quick wickets but
the damage had been done. Our batsrnen were
all hopelessly out of touch and it was left to
Keith Hackney batting at No. 11 to make our
score look slightly more respectable.
Costains
62 for 5
J. Greenfield 3 for 11
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realises that he opens the bowling as well.
Congratulations also to John Greenfleld who as
usual bowled far more overs than anyone else
and has at last managed to head the bowling
table. I offer my thanks to Ron Chapman for
skippering the side and to Peter Eckert who acted
as my deputy earlier in the year when I was other
wise disposed. Thanks also to the Partners for
providing us with such wonderful facilities.
The Summer edition of Pontifact contained a
brief description of our early matches, and a
summary of the remainder follows:
Nyasaland Leopards
86 for 8
D. Weller 3 for 13

v. S.W.K.P.

89 for 7
M. Finn 33
D. Weller 20 n.o.

Unfortunately a cloudburst occurred just as
we were about to commence and the match was
reduced from an afternoon fixture to an evening
match of 20 overs batting each. The Leopards
under the captaincy of Mr. Grace opened the
batting and despite some hostile bowling by Dave
Weller accumulated a reasonable total. Nick
Finn was in good form with the bat and with
Roly Edwards shared in a useful stand of 48 which
really gave us the upper hand. Dave Weller
carried on the good work and despite a minor
collapse caused by Mr. Grace bowling two of
our batsmen in one over, we eventually passed
our target in the last over of the match.

V.

S.W.K.P.
61
K. Hackney 14 n.o.

Batting first, our batsmen must have been
suffering from a complex of some sort following
the defeat the previous week and we collapsed to
22 for 7. Furtunately our tail-enders K. Hackney,
J. Greenfield and P. Disney were not overawed
by our opponents and between them scored al
most twice this amount. Our bowlers were in
good form and some really tight bowling caused
our opponents to miss a heartbeat or two before
they passed our total in the twenty-second over.

19

CHRISTMAS, 1971

Howard Humphries
89for7
R. Chapman 3 for 31

t’.

S.W.K.P.
84for7

Our bowlers gave us a good start in this match
by taking our opponents first three wickets very
cheaply, pressing home our advantage we had
our opponents reeling until an unbeaten stand
of 46 for their eighth wicket made the score more
than reasonable. Our batsmen were still in poor
form and although several players made double
figures we were very slow to score and at the end
of our alloted 20 overs were 15 short of the
required total.

RESULTS FOR

1971
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President’s Match
S.W.K. & Pts. 89
S.W.K. & Pts. 89
S.W.K. & Pts. 42
S.W.K. & Pts. 61
S.W.K. & Pts. 84
S.W.K. & Pts. 75
S.W.K. & Pts. 92
S.W.K. & Pts. 100
S.W.K. & Pts. 148

v.
for 5

v.

for 9
for 7

v.
v.

v.
v.

v.

for 4

v.
v.

for 7
for 6
for 9

i’.

v.

SEASON

8

Winner D. Weller

Single wicket competition

W. S. Atkins & Pts. (No play due to rain)
Travers Morgan & Pts. 110 for 5
No play due to rain
Charing Cross Hospital 95 for 2
Nyasaland Leopards 86 for 7
Gollins Melvin Ward & Pts. 90 for 7
Richard Costains 62 for 5
Long Ditton II team 98 for 7
Sir A. Gibb & Pts. 66
Howard l-Iumphries 89 for 7
Binnie & Pts. 92 for 7
Long Ditton II team 155 for 5

Played 10

Lost 6

Won 4

BATTING AVERAGES

D. Weller
M. Finn
C. Holmes
R. Chapman
D. Hitchings
K. Hackney
P. Eckert
R. Edwards
A. Clarke
P. Disney
P. Battley
J. Greenfield
P. Green

No. of
innings

Times
Not Out

Total
Runs

Highest
Score

Average

6
5
2
7
9
8
6
9
10
5
5
5
6

3
0
0
0
1
3
0
0
0
2
I
1
0

75
96
27
77
85
53
63
92
101
22
27
26
31

35
33
15
31
33*
14
27
42
32
10
8
13
12

25
192
135
11
10625
106
105
1022
1001
733
675
65
51

ALSO BATTED

P. Whatling

M. Bailey

P. Margesson
*_Not Out

Sir Alexander Gibb & Pts v. S.W.K.P.
75
66
D. Hitchings 20
R. Chapman 3 for 10
D. Lyon 3 for 18
Batting first we were soon in trouble and
collapsed to 37 for 6 and it was left to our tail
end batsmen who included myself to rectify the
position. Fortunately our bowlers were again
performing well and Dave Weller and John
Greenfield bowled in a most hostile manner for
the first twelve overs. Ron Chapman and Dave
Lyon continued the good work to give us our
first victory for some weeks.

taking another three wickets very cheaply.
Unfortunately we were not able to press home
our advantage and at the end of 20 overs our
opponents had accumulated a good total. Our
batsmen were in better form for this match and
batting steadily produced a thrilling finish passing
the required total in the last over of the
match.

S.W.K.P.
92for6
A. Clarke 32
D. Hitchings 33 no.

Howard Humphries batted first and were soon
in trouble losing two wickets for six runs. A
short stand of 26 was followed by our bowlers

Name

Long Ditton us
98for7

V.
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R. Chapman
D. Weller
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P. Margesson

Overs

No. of
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No. of
Wickets

No. of
Runs

Average

50
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32
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112

8
3
5
2
2
0

14
10
8
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7
1

193
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172
124
64

1378
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640
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Binnie & Pts.
92 for 7
J. Greenfield 3 for 10

V.

S.W.K.P.
100 for 6
R. Edwards 42
P. Eckert 27

Ron Chapman was fortunate to win the toss
and we were able to bat first. Roly Edwards and
Peter Eckert gave an excellent performance and
at the end of 20 overs we accumulated a very good
total. Our opening bowlers were once again in
top form and Binnies first five wickets fell for
only 22 runs. At this point a good stand of 50
ensued and it was fortunate that Ron Chapman
was able to slow their scoring rate down by
taking two quick wickets.
Long Ditton
155 for 5

v. S.W.K.P.

148 for 9
R. Chapman 31
N. Finn 30
D. Weller 35

This game was a real run feast. Long Ditton
batted first and their No. 1 batsman hammered
the ball all round the ground to score 89 before
R. Chapnian had him caught going for yet
another big hit. Our batsmen responded well to
the challenge and at the end of 20 overs batting
we could look at our effort to win with some
satisfaction.
D. R. HITcHING5

be the end of our winning streak of three on the
trot (having beaten Sir William Halcrow 3—0 in
May) as two days later we fell victims of Sir
Alexander Gibbs at St. George’s Hill by 3—I.
The next match was a new fixture when we
were the guests of Higgs & Hill at Wildernesse
G.C. on 5th August. This turned out to be fine
event—an honourable l-—l- draw was achieved
on a magnificent course new to us and the meal
that followed is still recalled with much delight.
At Tyrells Wood G.C. on 8th September
Costains inflicted their usual 2—l defeat upon
us despite the fact we fielded one of our strongest
teams but they softened the blow with their
generous hospitality at the 19th.
The last match of the season, yet another
defeat, 2—1 this time at the hands of Binnie &
Partners at Kingswood G.C. on 17th September.
So, after a bright start the matches fell away
from us as the season progressed but I do not
think the 17 players who represented the Firm
feel too depressed as it does have its compensa
tions!
A reminder to players overseas—do not
forget to enter the 1972 ‘Pontifact Putter’ com
petition. Cards for a round played from 1st
January 1972 should be sent to me at the London
Office to arrive not later than 19th June. Copies
of the Rules of the competition will be forwarded
on request.

and well-directed blows with his racket to the
ball and to the unfortunate adversary!
Dick Brown remains the enigma, continuing
to win at his own club, but unfortunately has had
a succession of ‘stiff necks’ and ‘son’s prize days’
on our match nights. He has asked me to say
that, contrary to rumour, he did not enter for
the Benson & Hedges Veterans Championship,
because it coincided with a couple of the matches.
In the lower ranks (though they are just as
wholeheartedly enthusiastic) we’ve been well
supported by young Messrs. French, Wright,
Hockin, Wood and Clifton; the last two are
members of this year’s new contingent. I think
there is very little to fear for the future as far as
material is concerned!
As always I would like to thank the Partners,
for their continued invaluable support, and Miss
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Lishmund, who weekly gives contributions to the
Squash Club though not playing herself. Inciden
tally, it would be good to see a few Senior
Engineers, Associates, or even Partners playing;
too many pale faces in the building! Set the lads
a good example and who knows, today the
Cementation Cup, tomorrow the World!
NB. Social, December 28th, 6.30 p.m., Crystal
Palace!
Results
Mott, Hay & Anderson
Binnies
Rendel, Palmer & Tritton
Howard Humphreys

Won
Lost
Lost
Lost

4—1
2—3
1—4
2—3

NICK FINN

B.E.A.s New Servicing Hangar
by P. A.

Rotter

GRAHAM WALKER

Golf
What a fine season the team had this year—not
a wet day on the fixture list and the result sheet
made fairly healthy reading too, having main
tained its ‘average’, won 3, lost 3 and drawn 1.
I was expecting an improvement on last year
as we gained one or two talented players but it
wasn’t to be so we will have to look forward to
next season.
It is fortunate that we appear to gain talent
as fast as we lose it and long may it continue,
because at the end of the season we lost Mike
Hill, Alistair Reid-Thomas, John Francis (this
year’s ‘Mashie’ winner) and Ken Caston and
although we did not exactly lose Mr. Henry we
certainly felt his absence from the team and we
look forward to his return next year.
Now for a brief report on the six matches played
since the last issue of Po,itifact. Soon after the
‘Mashie’ competition we met Mott, Hay and
Anderson at Kingswood G.C. and managed to
beat them 2—I. Our next opponents were Preece,
Cardew & Rider at Tandridge G.C. on 20th July
when we gained another 2.-— win. That was to
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Squash
Writing from the lower echelons of the Cemen
tation Squash League (at the moment), our
Secretary is still able to report that enthusiasm
for squash at 5, Winsley Street continues un
abated; more and more people are getting their
heads into the rubber ball scene, though of course
the number of courts available decreases. With
an injection of fresh (though not necessarily blue)
squash blood from this year’s A.U.A.s we have
managed to get out a team of five for all our
matches so far; unfortunately results to this point
have not borne out our Secretary’s unbounded
confidence at the beginning of the season. Read
on:
Our victory was against Mott, Hay and Ander
son, when everybody won except Nick Finn,
who continues to maintain his sparkling form.
Terry Keefe refuses to rest on the laurels of his
playing reputation, but seduces his opponents
with a combination of wailing, gnashing of teeth,

he new Servicing Hangar for the British
European Airways Corporation at London
Heathrow Airport provides cover for four
Trident 3B aircraft or two of these Tridents and

two airbus-size aircraft. The design was com
menced at the beginning of 1969 and the building
completed in August, 1971.
The size and form of the hangar was derived

—-—;i
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to win at his own club, but unfortunately has had
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wasn’t to be so we will have to look forward to
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as fast as we lose it and long may it continue,
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Secretary is still able to report that enthusiasm
for squash at 5, Winsley Street continues un
abated; more and more people are getting their
heads into the rubber ball scene, though of course
the number of courts available decreases. With
an injection of fresh (though not necessarily blue)
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managed to get out a team of five for all our
matches so far; unfortunately results to this point
have not borne out our Secretary’s unbounded
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on:
Our victory was against Mott, Hay and Ander
son, when everybody won except Nick Finn,
who continues to maintain his sparkling form.
Terry Keefe refuses to rest on the laurels of his
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he new Servicing Hangar for the British
European Airways Corporation at London
Heathrow Airport provides cover for four
Trident 3B aircraft or two of these Tridents and

two airbus-size aircraft. The design was com
menced at the beginning of 1969 and the building
completed in August, 1971.
The size and form of the hangar was derived
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from the need to provide maximum flexibility for
aircraft servicing and possible future reorienta
tion of the doors which could only be achieved
by the adoption of a roof supported at the four
corners. The hangar is situated close to a runway
and the height restrictions on buildings near the
runway imposed a restraint on the structural form
of the roof. It was also necessary to maintain a
clear headroom of 70 feet throughout the hangar.
Together these limitations resulted in the roof
construction being restricted to 8 feet at one
corner.

The roof structure is composed of two large
box lattice girders spanning diagonally onto the
corner columns. Girders of similar construction
on each side of the roof also rest on the tops of
these columns. Secondary trusses carrying the
sheeting purlins span perpendicular to the edge
lattice girders onto the main diagonal trusses.
The top chords of these diagonal trusses and of
the secondary trusses are pitched to the slope of
the roof which forms a truncated pyramid. The
bottom chords of the girders and trusses are
horizontal and support two 11 ton travelling
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The sloping line shows the limitation imposed by the flight path

suspension cranes which serve the whole of the
floor area.
The roof structure was designed so that it
could be jacked up the four octagonal steel
columns after assembly at ground level, a tech
nique previously used for the construction of
B.E.A.s Abbotsinch Glasgow Airport hangars.
The 2,700 tons of steelwork in the roof was
bolted into units at site before assembly on
trestles at ground level. With services and
cladding installed prior to lifting the total weight
was 3,700 tons. On each corner column 16 hy
draulic jacks supporting two screw rods per jack
lifted the roof at an average rate of 4 feet per hour.
When raised the full height, the roof steelwork was bolted to a part of the permanent
steelwork already positioned on the bearings at
the tops of the columns. As the roof was raised
a deflection of 11 inches occurred at the centre,
within the range that had been calculated.
The columns are 7+ feet wide steel boxes,
weighing 80 tons each, cast 20 feet into a concrete
foundation 18 feet diameter at the top reducing
to 14 feet diameter at the bottom of its total
70 feet depth. These columns resist in bending

the large wind forces on the hangar which are
transmitted through the roof to the bearings at
the top of the columns. The bearings allow the
roof to flex freely under the varying vertical
loading. One consideration in the design was to
resist the equal application of the wind forces to
each column and to permit the thermal variation
in the plan dimensions of the roof. This was
achieved by proportioning the column section so
that it is sufficiently stiff to resist the wind forces
without excessive lateral deflection and yet
flexible enough to permit the expansion and
contraction of the roof without inducing exces
sive forces at the top of an over-stiff column.
The hangar is clad in PVC coated steel and
translucent sheeting. To determine the wind
pressures to be used in the design of the cladding
and fixings a model was made of the hangar and
examined in the wind tunnel at the R.M.C.S. at
Shrivenham. Folding leaf doors at two opposite
sides 70 feet high give a clear opening width of
292 feet. The aircraft are protected from fire by a
foam-deluge system installed in the roof and the
hangar is heated by underfloor hot water pipes
and roof-mounted radiant panels.

‘Venice Is Sinking’
by C. R. Fitt

you have ever spent a peaceful half
hour sitting in St. Marks Square either in
opulence at Florian’s or Quadri’s cafes or
slumming it on the stone steps of the Procuratie
Nuove, with no soundexcept forthe orchestra play
ing selections of Strauss and Edward German and
the soporific babble of subdued voices from the
hundreds of tourists wandering around in

Brownian fashion—then you have savoured the
uniqueness of Venice. If you have ever marvelled
at the mosaics of the Basilica or the wall and
ceiling paintings in the Ducal Palace, or if you
have ever studied the superlative architecture of
Sansovino or Bellini—then you have savoured
the magnificence of Venice. If however you have
done neither then be warned, because if works of
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conservation on a gigantic scale are not under
taken soon then the uniqueness and the magnifi
cence will have vanished for ever.
There is a superficial innocence about Venice
which is hard to define. The glossy brochures
which advertise sunshine, seaside and second
rate dreams extol its virtues, and true to their
word the dream is there, so I am sure that a
majority of the unsuspecting tourists raise their
eyebrows when the Venetian guide holds up his
postcard showing St. Marks Square under water

St. Marks Square, Venice
A tourist mecca amidst Byzantine splendour

and in words of passionate desperation informs
you of the impending doom shortly to befall the
city. The danger is real and yet in the balmy
sunshine of the peaceful lagoon and endless
canals, it lacks credibility.
The problems of Venice are very simply stated;
firstly it is sinking into the lagoon at an alarming
rate, and secondly it is being stifled by pollution.
No-one goes on holiday in search of ordure and
decay and tourist guidebooks steer you away
from the worst areas, however the manifestations
of the guides impending doom are frequently
visible and impossible to conceal: peeling
plaster and crumbling masonry, tide marks on
the buildings and even inside St. Marks, leaning
towers, uneven floors, corroded carvings and
statuary, patches of oil and flotsam drifting
around the lagoon, backwaters choked with
rubbish and lastly the smell. This smell cannot
be called obnoxious, but it is faintly unpleasant.
It is everywhere and as a result the nose gets used
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to it. However it is a characteristic of Venice
which is inherently evil and combined with the
other manifestations mentioned above it can
tarnish the dream image of the glossy brochure.
it is difficult to comprehend as a holiday visitor
the scale of what has to be undertaken, and
information is either tantalisingly hard to get
hold of or else in italian. However since the
conservation of Venice is basically an engineering
problem I find it interesting and perseverance has
revealed the facts. They make interesting but
gloomy reading.
The history of Venice is impressive, and
despite their appalling kleptomania (practically
all the raw materials for St. Marks and the Ducal
Palace were pillaged from Turkey!) the Venetians
were also a very ingenious and tenacious people.
Fleeing from Attila in AD. 452 they sought
refuge in a malaria infested lagoon and pro
ceeded to build one of the finest cities in Europe
on a group of mudbanks. By the late 16th
century they realised that their impregnable
lagoon was filling up with silt from the rivers Sile
and Brenta, so they proceeded to divert them to
the sea, which wasn’t bad going in those days
considering that the combined catchment area
of the two rivers is over 2,000 square miles.
As well as that they constructed nearly 15 miles
of sea wall to control the water movements in
the lagoon and keep out storm waves. For 300
years a sort of delicate equilibrium existed and
despite the decline of the Venetian state the
physical environment was stable. The rot set in
at about the turn of the century when as a result
of the unification of Italy the geographical loca
tion of Venice was appreciated as being econo
mically strategic and the sea port of Marghera
began to develop. At the same time industries
sprang up at Mestre. These industries developed
steadily until now they consist of: oil refining
and petro-chemical by-products, food processing,
salt refining, fertilisers, plastics, steel and light
alloys, coke, glass, and shipbuilding—which is a
fairly potent collection of dirty’ industries.
Furthermore natural gas was discovered just
after the war and full use of this has been made.
So fast has the Mestre/Marghera complex
grown that three industrial zones are planned to
be developed, all on partially reclaimed land in
the lagoon. Unfortunately this economic miracle
has outgrown itself and completely upset the
physical regime of the lagoon.
The most startling result of the Marghera
development is the sudden rapid acceleration in
settlement which has taken place. Venice is

24

PONTIFACT No. 28

—----

The sloping line shows the limitation imposed by the flight path

suspension cranes which serve the whole of the
floor area.
The roof structure was designed so that it
could be jacked up the four octagonal steel
columns after assembly at ground level, a tech
nique previously used for the construction of
B.E.A.s Abbotsinch Glasgow Airport hangars.
The 2,700 tons of steelwork in the roof was
bolted into units at site before assembly on
trestles at ground level. With services and
cladding installed prior to lifting the total weight
was 3,700 tons. On each corner column 16 hy
draulic jacks supporting two screw rods per jack
lifted the roof at an average rate of 4 feet per hour.
When raised the full height, the roof steelwork was bolted to a part of the permanent
steelwork already positioned on the bearings at
the tops of the columns. As the roof was raised
a deflection of 11 inches occurred at the centre,
within the range that had been calculated.
The columns are 7+ feet wide steel boxes,
weighing 80 tons each, cast 20 feet into a concrete
foundation 18 feet diameter at the top reducing
to 14 feet diameter at the bottom of its total
70 feet depth. These columns resist in bending

the large wind forces on the hangar which are
transmitted through the roof to the bearings at
the top of the columns. The bearings allow the
roof to flex freely under the varying vertical
loading. One consideration in the design was to
resist the equal application of the wind forces to
each column and to permit the thermal variation
in the plan dimensions of the roof. This was
achieved by proportioning the column section so
that it is sufficiently stiff to resist the wind forces
without excessive lateral deflection and yet
flexible enough to permit the expansion and
contraction of the roof without inducing exces
sive forces at the top of an over-stiff column.
The hangar is clad in PVC coated steel and
translucent sheeting. To determine the wind
pressures to be used in the design of the cladding
and fixings a model was made of the hangar and
examined in the wind tunnel at the R.M.C.S. at
Shrivenham. Folding leaf doors at two opposite
sides 70 feet high give a clear opening width of
292 feet. The aircraft are protected from fire by a
foam-deluge system installed in the roof and the
hangar is heated by underfloor hot water pipes
and roof-mounted radiant panels.

‘Venice Is Sinking’
by C. R. Fitt

you have ever spent a peaceful half
hour sitting in St. Marks Square either in
opulence at Florian’s or Quadri’s cafes or
slumming it on the stone steps of the Procuratie
Nuove, with no soundexcept forthe orchestra play
ing selections of Strauss and Edward German and
the soporific babble of subdued voices from the
hundreds of tourists wandering around in

Brownian fashion—then you have savoured the
uniqueness of Venice. If you have ever marvelled
at the mosaics of the Basilica or the wall and
ceiling paintings in the Ducal Palace, or if you
have ever studied the superlative architecture of
Sansovino or Bellini—then you have savoured
the magnificence of Venice. If however you have
done neither then be warned, because if works of
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conservation on a gigantic scale are not under
taken soon then the uniqueness and the magnifi
cence will have vanished for ever.
There is a superficial innocence about Venice
which is hard to define. The glossy brochures
which advertise sunshine, seaside and second
rate dreams extol its virtues, and true to their
word the dream is there, so I am sure that a
majority of the unsuspecting tourists raise their
eyebrows when the Venetian guide holds up his
postcard showing St. Marks Square under water

St. Marks Square, Venice
A tourist mecca amidst Byzantine splendour

and in words of passionate desperation informs
you of the impending doom shortly to befall the
city. The danger is real and yet in the balmy
sunshine of the peaceful lagoon and endless
canals, it lacks credibility.
The problems of Venice are very simply stated;
firstly it is sinking into the lagoon at an alarming
rate, and secondly it is being stifled by pollution.
No-one goes on holiday in search of ordure and
decay and tourist guidebooks steer you away
from the worst areas, however the manifestations
of the guides impending doom are frequently
visible and impossible to conceal: peeling
plaster and crumbling masonry, tide marks on
the buildings and even inside St. Marks, leaning
towers, uneven floors, corroded carvings and
statuary, patches of oil and flotsam drifting
around the lagoon, backwaters choked with
rubbish and lastly the smell. This smell cannot
be called obnoxious, but it is faintly unpleasant.
It is everywhere and as a result the nose gets used

25

to it. However it is a characteristic of Venice
which is inherently evil and combined with the
other manifestations mentioned above it can
tarnish the dream image of the glossy brochure.
it is difficult to comprehend as a holiday visitor
the scale of what has to be undertaken, and
information is either tantalisingly hard to get
hold of or else in italian. However since the
conservation of Venice is basically an engineering
problem I find it interesting and perseverance has
revealed the facts. They make interesting but
gloomy reading.
The history of Venice is impressive, and
despite their appalling kleptomania (practically
all the raw materials for St. Marks and the Ducal
Palace were pillaged from Turkey!) the Venetians
were also a very ingenious and tenacious people.
Fleeing from Attila in AD. 452 they sought
refuge in a malaria infested lagoon and pro
ceeded to build one of the finest cities in Europe
on a group of mudbanks. By the late 16th
century they realised that their impregnable
lagoon was filling up with silt from the rivers Sile
and Brenta, so they proceeded to divert them to
the sea, which wasn’t bad going in those days
considering that the combined catchment area
of the two rivers is over 2,000 square miles.
As well as that they constructed nearly 15 miles
of sea wall to control the water movements in
the lagoon and keep out storm waves. For 300
years a sort of delicate equilibrium existed and
despite the decline of the Venetian state the
physical environment was stable. The rot set in
at about the turn of the century when as a result
of the unification of Italy the geographical loca
tion of Venice was appreciated as being econo
mically strategic and the sea port of Marghera
began to develop. At the same time industries
sprang up at Mestre. These industries developed
steadily until now they consist of: oil refining
and petro-chemical by-products, food processing,
salt refining, fertilisers, plastics, steel and light
alloys, coke, glass, and shipbuilding—which is a
fairly potent collection of dirty’ industries.
Furthermore natural gas was discovered just
after the war and full use of this has been made.
So fast has the Mestre/Marghera complex
grown that three industrial zones are planned to
be developed, all on partially reclaimed land in
the lagoon. Unfortunately this economic miracle
has outgrown itself and completely upset the
physical regime of the lagoon.
The most startling result of the Marghera
development is the sudden rapid acceleration in
settlement which has taken place. Venice is
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which has been coined as an
international cry of despair, but unfortunately
it is not only Venice which is sinking. Between
1908 and 1961 St. Marks and the Campanile
sank approximately 15 ems (a rate which has
now increased to 3 ems a year). In the same
period the port of Choggia sank 24 ems and
settlements of 15 cms or more have been re
corded in Cavallino, Torchello and even at
Marghera itself. The reason for this sudden
increase in settlement after over 1,000 years of
stability is due to two factors. Firstly the draining
of the marshes and consolidation of the mudbanks which previously helped to absorb super
fluous water, and the reclaiming of land in the
lagoon itself, has caused a redistribution of load
on the sub-strata. Secondly beneath the firm
clay layer immediately under the lagoon deposits
is a compressible layer of waterlogged and highly
organic clay. This clay contains gas produced by
the chemical processes of decomposition of the
organic material. In the past the gas and water
have built up a pressure which supported the
layers above, but now that so much artesian
water and gas are being removed, the equilibrium
of the layer is collapsing and settlement has
recommenced. Even if the removal of gas and
water was stopped immediately (the Italian
Government have recently imposed stringent
controls on both) it is impossible to estimate how
much settlement is going to occur. Such a wide
area is affected by this somewhat erratic settle
ment that the nearest reliable benchmark for
accurate levelling is now 50 km away from
Venice.
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The visitor to the Adriatic soon notices that
there are virtually no tides and as a result is
puzzled by the fact that the high water marks
on the buildings in Venice are nearly 2 metres
up the walls. Unfortunately the placid balmy
climate of summer does not exist much beyond
September and in winter the area is subjected
to a combination of tidal and atmospheric
conditions which produce high and unpredictable
tides (called th Acqua Alta).
The Adriatic is a long, narrow sea. The width
between the Italian and Yugoslav coastlines is
always less than 200 km and in the Gulf of
Venice the width is less than 100 km. It is also a
relatively shallow sea, and in the northern half
there are only a few places where the depth of
water exceeds 20 metres. Because of this physical
shape the hydrographic behaviour is complex and
prone to be influenced by atmospheric pheno
mena. Strong south easterly winds called the
Sirocco sweep up the Adriatic when the high
pressure zone declines at the end of the summer.
The Sirocco piles up the sea in a series of in
creasingly high tides and at the same time the
high rainfall on the southern flanks of the Alps
swells the rivers that discharge into the sea. This
all adds up to a complex unpredictable situation.
The tidal effects in the Venice lagoon are even
more complex. There are only three openings to
the sea and the lagoon itself is very shallow (the
average depth is less than 1 metre). It is approxi
mately divided into three watersheds and as a
result the tides in some parts of the lagoon are
higher than others. A comprehensive study is
being carried Out to try to discover how the
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which has been coined as an
international cry of despair, but unfortunately
it is not only Venice which is sinking. Between
1908 and 1961 St. Marks and the Campanile
sank approximately 15 ems (a rate which has
now increased to 3 ems a year). In the same
period the port of Choggia sank 24 ems and
settlements of 15 cms or more have been re
corded in Cavallino, Torchello and even at
Marghera itself. The reason for this sudden
increase in settlement after over 1,000 years of
stability is due to two factors. Firstly the draining
of the marshes and consolidation of the mudbanks which previously helped to absorb super
fluous water, and the reclaiming of land in the
lagoon itself, has caused a redistribution of load
on the sub-strata. Secondly beneath the firm
clay layer immediately under the lagoon deposits
is a compressible layer of waterlogged and highly
organic clay. This clay contains gas produced by
the chemical processes of decomposition of the
organic material. In the past the gas and water
have built up a pressure which supported the
layers above, but now that so much artesian
water and gas are being removed, the equilibrium
of the layer is collapsing and settlement has
recommenced. Even if the removal of gas and
water was stopped immediately (the Italian
Government have recently imposed stringent
controls on both) it is impossible to estimate how
much settlement is going to occur. Such a wide
area is affected by this somewhat erratic settle
ment that the nearest reliable benchmark for
accurate levelling is now 50 km away from
Venice.
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The visitor to the Adriatic soon notices that
there are virtually no tides and as a result is
puzzled by the fact that the high water marks
on the buildings in Venice are nearly 2 metres
up the walls. Unfortunately the placid balmy
climate of summer does not exist much beyond
September and in winter the area is subjected
to a combination of tidal and atmospheric
conditions which produce high and unpredictable
tides (called th Acqua Alta).
The Adriatic is a long, narrow sea. The width
between the Italian and Yugoslav coastlines is
always less than 200 km and in the Gulf of
Venice the width is less than 100 km. It is also a
relatively shallow sea, and in the northern half
there are only a few places where the depth of
water exceeds 20 metres. Because of this physical
shape the hydrographic behaviour is complex and
prone to be influenced by atmospheric pheno
mena. Strong south easterly winds called the
Sirocco sweep up the Adriatic when the high
pressure zone declines at the end of the summer.
The Sirocco piles up the sea in a series of in
creasingly high tides and at the same time the
high rainfall on the southern flanks of the Alps
swells the rivers that discharge into the sea. This
all adds up to a complex unpredictable situation.
The tidal effects in the Venice lagoon are even
more complex. There are only three openings to
the sea and the lagoon itself is very shallow (the
average depth is less than 1 metre). It is approxi
mately divided into three watersheds and as a
result the tides in some parts of the lagoon are
higher than others. A comprehensive study is
being carried Out to try to discover how the
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lagoon water really behaves and how best to
regulate it. Basically the Acqua Alta must be
kept out and in the short term it is proposed that
a continuous barrage be built across the three
lagoon entrances with locks for shipping. The
form of these barrages is roughly as shown.
In November 1966 a catastrophic flood occurred
and not only did the water rise nearly 3 metres
but it broke through the sea walls of Pellestrina
Lido. To protect against this sort of catastrophe

would mean building a barrage around the whole
lagoon complex from Jesolo to Choggia, a
distance of about 50 kilornetres. I say the long
term solution with reservation because if the
subsidence continues at its present rate, in 70
years the sea will be regularly breaching Pelles
trina in winter and Venice Lido as well for that
matter.
As great a problem as keeping out the sea is
controlling the pollution. There is no sewage
treatment of any sort at present either domestic
or industrial and the population of the lagoon
area is about 370,000. The Italian Government
has recently legislated against atmospheric
pollution but this is only scratching at the real
problem. Sewage which enters the lagoon water
directly has to find its way out through the three
Port entrances on the virtually non-existant
falling tide—a system which is chronically
inefficient.
The crux of the whole issue, as usual, hinges on
the cost. The Italian Government has allocated
about £170 million towards saving Venice, and
even though they are bascially responsible for
allowing the situation to get as bad as it is, this
is a truly magnanimous offering. However the
total costs are far beyond any single nation’s
resources—a recent breakdown of the expected
cost being as shown in the chart.
This puts into perspective the scale of the
engineering and preservation works that need
carrying out, but the sum of £900 million is a
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staggering amount and the question arises as to
whether it is morally right to spend that amount
of money saving what is virtually a relic of the
past when there are millions of starving people
all over the world. This is a controversial ques
tion with many facets, but it would be avoiding
the issue if I did not state briefly why I personally
think such a large sum of money should be spent
on Venice. We live in an age of time and motion
study, and the pressures that are imposed as a
consequence seem to be causing us to lose our
sense of values. For an allegedly cultural and
intelligent race the so called masterpieces of
modern art and architecture that surround us
are visually barren. Economics have taken over
from art and the avant garde ideas have had to
bend themselves to reality at the same time
trying to retain the facade of culture. Either there
is some basic concept which I entirely fail to
understand or otherwise the whole framework of
the modern arts is completely phoney. Which
ever it is the shabby blocks of glass and concrete
purporting to be architecture or the geometric
and random blobs of paint created in the name
of art do not strike me as the products of
advanced intellect. They may be an economic
necessity but they are nothing to be proud of.
For this reason it is imperative to preserve
examples of the art and architecture of an age

when beauty was visual rather than intellectual.
Venice should stand as a warning to us, and
future generations, not to let our tearaway lust
for technology, cornmercialisation and indis
criminate destruction in the nanie of progress
get out of control.
In answer to the accusation that the starving
millions are a much worthier cause, just con
sider why they are starving. There are too many
people in the world and until commonsense
regarding birth control takes over from indis
criminate, and usually politically motivated, aid
in the form of food and medicine, the problem
will just get steadily worse. If £900 million was to
be genuinely spent on educating people such that
they understood for themselves why they and
their children are in such a terrible plight, then
Venice might well have to carry on decaying.
As it is there seems to be little chance of that
happening and the economic rat-race will carry
on unabated, but the plight of Venice and of the
starving are both symptomatic of a disease that is
affecting many aspects of present day life which is
that nothing must stand in the way of progress.
In Venice we are in danger of losing not just a
vork of art, but also a way of life and a chunk of
European history. Let us hope that future
generations cannot accuse us of cultural genocide
even if we are guilty of the human variety.

THE COST OF SAVING VENICE

Costs based on the assumption that work is carried out in the next 25 years
Item
1

Scientific studies

2 Preservation and restoration of buildings

“Remember.. Remember... the 3
rd of
Novem oer
.

Cost (Emil//on)
5

1

Arturo Rotunda

100

3 Reconstruction of houses, provision of services and revitalisation of industries

45

4 Alternative supply of water

45

5

Disposal of domestic waste

65

6

Control of industrial pollution

80

7

Short term flood protection

60

8

Long term flood protection

500
900

here I was standing in Eastcastle Street
like a spare priest at a wedding. It was
3.40 p.m. just thirty minutes since a man
had appeared at the doorway of the Rotunda
and yelled, “We jes’ had a phonan cull ter say
dat dave plaanted a baamb in der bilden an’
it’s due ter go off at t’ree o’clock!”
It seemed pointless to tell ‘Danny Boy’ that it
was then 3.10, so I just walked leisurely down the
stairs from the fourth to the ground in two
seconds flat.

That’s why I was standing in Eastcastle Street
like a man of the cloth, gazing up at the 7th floor
waiting for the ‘t’ree o’clock bang’.
I had just cricked my neck for the tenth time
when someone said, “You may go back if you
wish—but at your own risk!”
I hurried to the entrance, casually blocked a
yawn and vaguely wondered whether any other
priests standing on the pavement were thinking,
‘Just look at that brave little man’.
In point of fact I wanted to get to the fourth
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lagoon entrances with locks for shipping. The
form of these barrages is roughly as shown.
In November 1966 a catastrophic flood occurred
and not only did the water rise nearly 3 metres
but it broke through the sea walls of Pellestrina
Lido. To protect against this sort of catastrophe

would mean building a barrage around the whole
lagoon complex from Jesolo to Choggia, a
distance of about 50 kilornetres. I say the long
term solution with reservation because if the
subsidence continues at its present rate, in 70
years the sea will be regularly breaching Pelles
trina in winter and Venice Lido as well for that
matter.
As great a problem as keeping out the sea is
controlling the pollution. There is no sewage
treatment of any sort at present either domestic
or industrial and the population of the lagoon
area is about 370,000. The Italian Government
has recently legislated against atmospheric
pollution but this is only scratching at the real
problem. Sewage which enters the lagoon water
directly has to find its way out through the three
Port entrances on the virtually non-existant
falling tide—a system which is chronically
inefficient.
The crux of the whole issue, as usual, hinges on
the cost. The Italian Government has allocated
about £170 million towards saving Venice, and
even though they are bascially responsible for
allowing the situation to get as bad as it is, this
is a truly magnanimous offering. However the
total costs are far beyond any single nation’s
resources—a recent breakdown of the expected
cost being as shown in the chart.
This puts into perspective the scale of the
engineering and preservation works that need
carrying out, but the sum of £900 million is a
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staggering amount and the question arises as to
whether it is morally right to spend that amount
of money saving what is virtually a relic of the
past when there are millions of starving people
all over the world. This is a controversial ques
tion with many facets, but it would be avoiding
the issue if I did not state briefly why I personally
think such a large sum of money should be spent
on Venice. We live in an age of time and motion
study, and the pressures that are imposed as a
consequence seem to be causing us to lose our
sense of values. For an allegedly cultural and
intelligent race the so called masterpieces of
modern art and architecture that surround us
are visually barren. Economics have taken over
from art and the avant garde ideas have had to
bend themselves to reality at the same time
trying to retain the facade of culture. Either there
is some basic concept which I entirely fail to
understand or otherwise the whole framework of
the modern arts is completely phoney. Which
ever it is the shabby blocks of glass and concrete
purporting to be architecture or the geometric
and random blobs of paint created in the name
of art do not strike me as the products of
advanced intellect. They may be an economic
necessity but they are nothing to be proud of.
For this reason it is imperative to preserve
examples of the art and architecture of an age

when beauty was visual rather than intellectual.
Venice should stand as a warning to us, and
future generations, not to let our tearaway lust
for technology, cornmercialisation and indis
criminate destruction in the nanie of progress
get out of control.
In answer to the accusation that the starving
millions are a much worthier cause, just con
sider why they are starving. There are too many
people in the world and until commonsense
regarding birth control takes over from indis
criminate, and usually politically motivated, aid
in the form of food and medicine, the problem
will just get steadily worse. If £900 million was to
be genuinely spent on educating people such that
they understood for themselves why they and
their children are in such a terrible plight, then
Venice might well have to carry on decaying.
As it is there seems to be little chance of that
happening and the economic rat-race will carry
on unabated, but the plight of Venice and of the
starving are both symptomatic of a disease that is
affecting many aspects of present day life which is
that nothing must stand in the way of progress.
In Venice we are in danger of losing not just a
vork of art, but also a way of life and a chunk of
European history. Let us hope that future
generations cannot accuse us of cultural genocide
even if we are guilty of the human variety.
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Costs based on the assumption that work is carried out in the next 25 years
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here I was standing in Eastcastle Street
like a spare priest at a wedding. It was
3.40 p.m. just thirty minutes since a man
had appeared at the doorway of the Rotunda
and yelled, “We jes’ had a phonan cull ter say
dat dave plaanted a baamb in der bilden an’
it’s due ter go off at t’ree o’clock!”
It seemed pointless to tell ‘Danny Boy’ that it
was then 3.10, so I just walked leisurely down the
stairs from the fourth to the ground in two
seconds flat.

That’s why I was standing in Eastcastle Street
like a man of the cloth, gazing up at the 7th floor
waiting for the ‘t’ree o’clock bang’.
I had just cricked my neck for the tenth time
when someone said, “You may go back if you
wish—but at your own risk!”
I hurried to the entrance, casually blocked a
yawn and vaguely wondered whether any other
priests standing on the pavement were thinking,
‘Just look at that brave little man’.
In point of fact I wanted to get to the fourth

PONTIFACT No. 28

30

CHRISTMAS, 1971

31

goes in—there! (no, that’s your little finger—
twit!) Now it’s in
and another
and
another.
Switches forward and back, forward
front row, second row, front,
and back
second
I work up a ‘John Snagge’ rhythm.
Suddenly, from far off I catch a faint “hello”
(feminine). I’ve already flicked the switch. Which
There’s
one? Frantically I pick up the rhythm
another human being somewhere out there trying
to come in. Feverishly I yank at the plugs and
violently agitate the switches “Please please don’t
let her go—please let her speak again.
A globule of sweat leaves the parking space
between my eyebrows, nips smartly down the
incline and plops on the board. It’s an omen. It
must be. Try that switch. I do. Got it!
me: “Hello?”
She: “Hello?”
me: “Hello?”
She: “Hello”
me: “Mission Control?”
She: “Pardon
2
(pause) are you 580—”
I mean 007”
me: “No Apollo 13
She: “Pardon?”
me: “Pot Kilson Wirkpatrick and Sartners
I mean” (click)
She’s gone.
My little hammer gives a sharp tap on my
two-way irental exchange. ‘Made a right ,ness
up of that didn’t you’ “Yes”. ‘Want to control
your thoughts then don’t you’ “Yes”. ‘And your
voice’ “Yes”. ‘Remember, it’s Scott,
Wilson,
Kirkpatrick and Partners’ “Yes” ‘Well go on,
say it—say it like Sheila the telephone supervisor’
“I couldn’t” ‘Wily?’ “She’s a girl” ...‘l’li say
she is’ “Besides when she says it ...it’ s all sort
like delicate
of breathless yet sort of smooth
face cream being squeezed very gently from a
tube” ‘Oh! brother’ “Well, if I tried to speak like
her and it was a fellow at the other end, lie would
well, you know
all sort of
think I was
funny” ‘From where I ‘in listening you re hilarious’.
“Pardon?” ‘Look, tell you what, give it the
Michael Aspel treatment, that ‘s a boy—slight
lopsided siile into the mouthpiece, no need to
wrinkle your eyes up, you’ve got wrinkles to spare—
.
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floor boys’ room fast, to see if I had left my nail
brush. It had been a bit of a shock.
[f I hadn’t walked past the switchboard room
en route to the deserted Rotunda, none of it
would have happened. But I did. And it did.
The switch-room door was open. I peered
coyly round the door frame like James Bond and
Norman Wisdom all rolled into one. I took in
the scene in one keen glance. Broken coathanger
three cups of cold tea
two inches
of ash on a burnt out cigarette butt in the tray
head-sets dangling from Tyburn cords
an
overturned chair and a woollen cardigan laying
crumpled on the floor like a wounded bird. My
‘Signs of a hurried departure’ I
eyes narrow
muse. ‘A definite shade of the Marie Celestes’.
Inside my head a tiny hammer begins, ‘Mind
your own business and go back to your drawing
board’. I counter swiftly, “But people are trying
to ring through
and for the sake of the
Company I must do my duty (now there’s a good
word—’duty’——remember it because I shall refer
to it again).”
A swift glance up the corridor and I’m in.
Better choose the central position. I slip into the
seat. Y’see, there’s all these yellow lights, dozens
and dozens of them winking at me. Some of them
just stare at me
yellow unwavering insolent
stares. Urgent winking at 450 left and another
600 right, two more pop up dead ahead. Now
they’ve all gone ‘potty’ again, they’re all at it
now, all winking away at me. It’s years since
anyone’s given me a wink—but I’ve got a good
memory. On-off, on-off, the little yellow demons
keep at it. A galaxy of lights, all blinking,
.
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winking and twinkling away like a Patrick Moore/
Zach Matthews benefit night.
I haven’t a clue as to how or where to begin.
I am as bereft of ideas as hair on a badger’s rump.
I sit there fascinated, bemused and mesmerised
m
by the stroboscopic effect. On-off, on-off
slowly drifting away
drifting
drifting
floating alone
m on a trip
That’s it!
I’m all alone in a space ship and there’s a bomb
going off at t’ree o’clock!
‘O.K.
My tiny ‘hammer’ starts up again
fella, don’t panic
.just remember you’re a true
red-blooded American spaceman’. Automatically
my voice lowers half an octave. Adjust headset,
inject nasal sonation, transmission begins—now
Apollo 13 to Mission Control we have a
problem
repeat we have a problem—are you
receiving me?” Push switch over—now! It blows
me a raspberry. Pull switch back—now! Ear
piercing screech. Shove all switches forward—
now! Clicks, whistles, bangs, burrs and burps,
belt my ear drum. Damn that static interference
from the ionosphere. Where the hell is Mission
Control? More lights blink, hysteria rises and
I jerk
grasps the hand of panic
easy fella
back
What are those little holes for? Yes, and
those little plugs, all standing up like miniature
bottles of Guinness?’ Slowly the thought per
colates
Those little plugs go in those little
holes don’t they eh ?—cunning devils these G.P.O.
Engineers. With finger and thumb I gently pull up
a plug. It slips and shoots back into place pulled
by elastic cord
damned clever. I grip another
hold firm
take aim
grit teeth
it
.
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throw tile switch—now!’ ‘‘Scott, Wilson,
Kirkpatrick and Partners” (how about that?)

just

“Line please” (it’s a man)
“Well I’d like to give you one but you see
we’ve had a bomb scare and everyone’s evacuated
an’ that.”
“Nicely put. So what are you doing on the
switchboard ?“
“Holding the fort”

“Holding what?”
“The fort”
“God help us” (click)
I oop! another light up
plug in
Scott
Wilson Kirkpatrick and Partners (silk smooth)”
(female, well modulated voice,
“At last”
sounds nice—I guess about 36) and maybe,
24/35. “I’ve been trying to get hold of you for
ages!”
I raise an eyelrow and manage to kill a desire
to promise her f won’t move, Instead I give her
the old routine about the evacuation and finish...
“So I’m all alone here, not knowing whether or
not I’m sitting on the bomb”
“Y’what?”
“Bomb!”
“G’bye” (click “Goodbye ?“ what did she mean?
Whoops! here’s another blinking winker—
“Scott Wilson can I help you?”
“Graham Walker” (male voice, curt authori
tive)
“I’m afraid not”
(sharply) “Know where he is?”
(I’m nettled) “Half-way up Oxford Street if he
knows what’s good for him”
(he ignores it) “Geoff Tetlow?”
(I’m icy) “At the afternoon matinee Raymonds
Revue Bar”
“That’s very amusing”
(I thaw) “Thank you”
“Will you do me a favour?”
(I ooze politeness) “Certainly”
“Drop dead” (click).
I am just reaching to take up a cord when it
happens. Two loud clicks followed by a ‘zzzz’.
But it’s not from the board—it’s from the ad
Scarcely daring to breath, I
joining room
glance nervously right. Then I see them for the
first time. Rows and rows of flat-faced condensers
all standing on spindly Dexion legs, leering at me
like a coven of Daleks. I’m petrified. Any minute
I expect to hear that terrible grating cry, “Exter
minate
Exterminate
lie is a menace to the
switchboard
With a supreme effort I tear my gaze away,
my eyes take in the wall clock en route. It registers
one minute to four. I start breathing again.
Everything’s O.K. It’s fifty nine minutes since
‘the t’ree o’clock baamb’. A split second later I
freeze. ‘You damned idiotic fool—what if they
forgot to put their clocks back last Sunday?
T’ree o’clock would be fbiver o’clock! That’s it!
.THE
those clicks were pre-detonation clicks
BOMB IS IN THERE!!...
I shudder and close my eyes, conscious that
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goes in—there! (no, that’s your little finger—
twit!) Now it’s in
and another
and
another.
Switches forward and back, forward
front row, second row, front,
and back
second
I work up a ‘John Snagge’ rhythm.
Suddenly, from far off I catch a faint “hello”
(feminine). I’ve already flicked the switch. Which
There’s
one? Frantically I pick up the rhythm
another human being somewhere out there trying
to come in. Feverishly I yank at the plugs and
violently agitate the switches “Please please don’t
let her go—please let her speak again.
A globule of sweat leaves the parking space
between my eyebrows, nips smartly down the
incline and plops on the board. It’s an omen. It
must be. Try that switch. I do. Got it!
me: “Hello?”
She: “Hello?”
me: “Hello?”
She: “Hello”
me: “Mission Control?”
She: “Pardon
2
(pause) are you 580—”
I mean 007”
me: “No Apollo 13
She: “Pardon?”
me: “Pot Kilson Wirkpatrick and Sartners
I mean” (click)
She’s gone.
My little hammer gives a sharp tap on my
two-way irental exchange. ‘Made a right ,ness
up of that didn’t you’ “Yes”. ‘Want to control
your thoughts then don’t you’ “Yes”. ‘And your
voice’ “Yes”. ‘Remember, it’s Scott,
Wilson,
Kirkpatrick and Partners’ “Yes” ‘Well go on,
say it—say it like Sheila the telephone supervisor’
“I couldn’t” ‘Wily?’ “She’s a girl” ...‘l’li say
she is’ “Besides when she says it ...it’ s all sort
like delicate
of breathless yet sort of smooth
face cream being squeezed very gently from a
tube” ‘Oh! brother’ “Well, if I tried to speak like
her and it was a fellow at the other end, lie would
well, you know
all sort of
think I was
funny” ‘From where I ‘in listening you re hilarious’.
“Pardon?” ‘Look, tell you what, give it the
Michael Aspel treatment, that ‘s a boy—slight
lopsided siile into the mouthpiece, no need to
wrinkle your eyes up, you’ve got wrinkles to spare—
.

WINSL EY

5,

STgE

.

.

.

.

floor boys’ room fast, to see if I had left my nail
brush. It had been a bit of a shock.
[f I hadn’t walked past the switchboard room
en route to the deserted Rotunda, none of it
would have happened. But I did. And it did.
The switch-room door was open. I peered
coyly round the door frame like James Bond and
Norman Wisdom all rolled into one. I took in
the scene in one keen glance. Broken coathanger
three cups of cold tea
two inches
of ash on a burnt out cigarette butt in the tray
head-sets dangling from Tyburn cords
an
overturned chair and a woollen cardigan laying
crumpled on the floor like a wounded bird. My
‘Signs of a hurried departure’ I
eyes narrow
muse. ‘A definite shade of the Marie Celestes’.
Inside my head a tiny hammer begins, ‘Mind
your own business and go back to your drawing
board’. I counter swiftly, “But people are trying
to ring through
and for the sake of the
Company I must do my duty (now there’s a good
word—’duty’——remember it because I shall refer
to it again).”
A swift glance up the corridor and I’m in.
Better choose the central position. I slip into the
seat. Y’see, there’s all these yellow lights, dozens
and dozens of them winking at me. Some of them
just stare at me
yellow unwavering insolent
stares. Urgent winking at 450 left and another
600 right, two more pop up dead ahead. Now
they’ve all gone ‘potty’ again, they’re all at it
now, all winking away at me. It’s years since
anyone’s given me a wink—but I’ve got a good
memory. On-off, on-off, the little yellow demons
keep at it. A galaxy of lights, all blinking,
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winking and twinkling away like a Patrick Moore/
Zach Matthews benefit night.
I haven’t a clue as to how or where to begin.
I am as bereft of ideas as hair on a badger’s rump.
I sit there fascinated, bemused and mesmerised
m
by the stroboscopic effect. On-off, on-off
slowly drifting away
drifting
drifting
floating alone
m on a trip
That’s it!
I’m all alone in a space ship and there’s a bomb
going off at t’ree o’clock!
‘O.K.
My tiny ‘hammer’ starts up again
fella, don’t panic
.just remember you’re a true
red-blooded American spaceman’. Automatically
my voice lowers half an octave. Adjust headset,
inject nasal sonation, transmission begins—now
Apollo 13 to Mission Control we have a
problem
repeat we have a problem—are you
receiving me?” Push switch over—now! It blows
me a raspberry. Pull switch back—now! Ear
piercing screech. Shove all switches forward—
now! Clicks, whistles, bangs, burrs and burps,
belt my ear drum. Damn that static interference
from the ionosphere. Where the hell is Mission
Control? More lights blink, hysteria rises and
I jerk
grasps the hand of panic
easy fella
back
What are those little holes for? Yes, and
those little plugs, all standing up like miniature
bottles of Guinness?’ Slowly the thought per
colates
Those little plugs go in those little
holes don’t they eh ?—cunning devils these G.P.O.
Engineers. With finger and thumb I gently pull up
a plug. It slips and shoots back into place pulled
by elastic cord
damned clever. I grip another
hold firm
take aim
grit teeth
it
.
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throw tile switch—now!’ ‘‘Scott, Wilson,
Kirkpatrick and Partners” (how about that?)

just

“Line please” (it’s a man)
“Well I’d like to give you one but you see
we’ve had a bomb scare and everyone’s evacuated
an’ that.”
“Nicely put. So what are you doing on the
switchboard ?“
“Holding the fort”

“Holding what?”
“The fort”
“God help us” (click)
I oop! another light up
plug in
Scott
Wilson Kirkpatrick and Partners (silk smooth)”
(female, well modulated voice,
“At last”
sounds nice—I guess about 36) and maybe,
24/35. “I’ve been trying to get hold of you for
ages!”
I raise an eyelrow and manage to kill a desire
to promise her f won’t move, Instead I give her
the old routine about the evacuation and finish...
“So I’m all alone here, not knowing whether or
not I’m sitting on the bomb”
“Y’what?”
“Bomb!”
“G’bye” (click “Goodbye ?“ what did she mean?
Whoops! here’s another blinking winker—
“Scott Wilson can I help you?”
“Graham Walker” (male voice, curt authori
tive)
“I’m afraid not”
(sharply) “Know where he is?”
(I’m nettled) “Half-way up Oxford Street if he
knows what’s good for him”
(he ignores it) “Geoff Tetlow?”
(I’m icy) “At the afternoon matinee Raymonds
Revue Bar”
“That’s very amusing”
(I thaw) “Thank you”
“Will you do me a favour?”
(I ooze politeness) “Certainly”
“Drop dead” (click).
I am just reaching to take up a cord when it
happens. Two loud clicks followed by a ‘zzzz’.
But it’s not from the board—it’s from the ad
Scarcely daring to breath, I
joining room
glance nervously right. Then I see them for the
first time. Rows and rows of flat-faced condensers
all standing on spindly Dexion legs, leering at me
like a coven of Daleks. I’m petrified. Any minute
I expect to hear that terrible grating cry, “Exter
minate
Exterminate
lie is a menace to the
switchboard
With a supreme effort I tear my gaze away,
my eyes take in the wall clock en route. It registers
one minute to four. I start breathing again.
Everything’s O.K. It’s fifty nine minutes since
‘the t’ree o’clock baamb’. A split second later I
freeze. ‘You damned idiotic fool—what if they
forgot to put their clocks back last Sunday?
T’ree o’clock would be fbiver o’clock! That’s it!
.THE
those clicks were pre-detonation clicks
BOMB IS IN THERE!!...
I shudder and close my eyes, conscious that
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the beads of sweat have put the ‘full up’ parking
sign on my eyebrows. This was it! one big bang
‘Ah
and then—nothing. I slump resignedly
well, at least 1 tried to do my duty’ (told you).
cautiously I open one eye.
The seconds go by
My heart leaps, ‘It’s two minutes past four! I’m
alive! I’m really O.K. I’m not going down there
after all. Bet ‘old Nick’ is cheesed.’
I look into the adjoining room. The ‘Daleks’
click and ‘zzzz’ at me. I laugh back uncontrol
lably and give them an indication that it’s two
minutes past four. Stupid electronic nits.
i’m in a gay euphoric mood as lights flash up
everywhere. 1 don’t care, I’m working away like
Reginald Dixon at the Blackpool organ. if only
my Rotunda colleagues could see me now.
I want to yell, “It’s alright chaps, i’m holding
the fort. keeping open the channel of Company
no
communications with the outside world
chaps, don’t bother now, keep your congratula
Still burbling I drift lazily
tions until later”
away and there I am standing on my little wooden
platform in the Rotunda. I am rigidly to atten
tion, all five feet four and five eighths of me. Chin
up, hands bunched, thumbs down the seams of
my slacks, chest out, stomach in (lord knows it
needs that).
The quiet intonation of the citation reaches me.
I recognise the voice of Ron Bowbelski, the slight
east European accent revealing his origin
“for continuous devotion to duty, for audacious
ness in repulsing all telephone callers, for courage
in refusing to leave your position even after the
fuses had blown, I am proud to invest you with
the supreme Rotunda award, the insignia of
crossed ruling pens with oak leaves”. I feel the
brief embrace over each shoulder, the pin
inserted and clasp fasten above the breast pocket
of my C. & A. jersey wool pullover. A crescendo
of applause wells up and makes me think I’ve
scored the winner at Anfield Road—Kop End
of course. 1 punch the air a couple of times and
finish with a Prince Philip wave as 1 step down.
David Milne is the first to reach me. He grasps
my hand and his quiet Aberdonian lilt is charged
Ma brave wee laddie! Y’need
with emotion
a dunt th’ seed o’th’ heed”. Pip Owen gives the
thumbs up sign and murmurs, “Nice goin’
whack!” William Kemp offers the gift of a
tomato but I duck as Lan Richards grips my
shoulder, tries to speak, chokes, and turns
abruptly away. (dear old Ian, I know how he
feels). Sandra Fiske impishly wrinkles her nose,
purses her lips and ‘blows’ them at me, and that
‘Aussie’ chick Robyn Bishop, smirks and says,
.
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“not bad—considering you’re a Porn!” In the
distance 1 spy Ian Wood wiping his misty spec
tacles with a tissue and as Mike Heddon whistles
a couple of swift bars of ‘Land of Hope and
Glory’, I catch the wide smile and shaking
shoulders of Nop Unahabhokha from Thailand
as he giggles, “Velly funny Arrthuur”.
it was then I became conscious of the perfume.
I knew ii wasn’t mine, it certainly wasn’t the
‘Old Ship’ I use for after-shave.
I flip my eyes sideways. Yes, I was still at the
board. But who belongs to that pink and slender
hand resting finger-tipped on the switches? My
gaze travels slowly up via the radius, humerus
and with a quick whip round the clavicle, I find
the soft brown eyes of Bella Stein of Secretarial
Unit 6 smiling down at me. “Everything under
control?” she coos. My little hammer beats an
urgent tattoo. Y’see it’s the perfume. I point
wearily at the board. “We’re not quite right are
we” she says brightly and promptly reaches
across to adjust one of my switch plugs. For a
moment her blond hair brushes my cheek and
I’m afloat in a cloud of Chanel No. 5.
I think it was that precise moment that Miss
D.B. appeared at the open doorway. My luck.
I hear a stifled, “Oh! my goodness me!” before
she wheels round, charges up the corridor, about
turns, belts back again, gives an encouraging nod,
says, “Are you coping—good!” and with her
high standards of efficiency satisfied, whips off
up the corridor again with that renowned, ‘I’ve

I
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A moment later I am back at my drawing
board in the partly inhabitated Rotunda.
Of course, Robyn and Sandra are sitting oppo
site all serene and virginal, like they’re waiting
to be confirmed or something. 1 wonder about
their ‘we’ve just licked the cream’ expressions.
Then I realise that the ‘Boss’ man, hereinafter
referred to as ‘G.P.W.F.’, has just stepped in.
His eyes twinkle round the Rotunda. I conceal
an inner smile, ‘checking the braves from the
chickens eh?’
As he spots me, the twinkle fades and he
throws me a glance like Harry Wheatcroft
inspecting a particularly poor bloom at the
Annual Show of the Accrington Stanley Amateur
Rose Growing Society.
“Haven’t you finished that job yet?” His
enquiry came quietly but loaded with ‘G.P.W.F.’
perception.
Well, talk about being brought back to earth
with a bump. It was the fastest descent ever

ordered by ‘Mission Control’.
I was choked. Couldn’t say anything. Didn’t
they realise I’d been slaving over a hot switch
working my fingers to the bone
board
taking my life in my hands an’ that? There’s
gratitude for you
no thanks, no award of the
crossed ruling pens with oak leaves, no kiss me
face—nothing!
its’ a rotten world
and
they can take that ‘t’ree o’clock baamb’ to the
taxidermist for all I care.
Blindly I snafch up my No. 2 Variant. It scours
into the plastic sheet. Silent staccato words
punch through my clenched dentures
Let’s
see how they’re going to like these fence lines
smack down the middle of each carriageway on
the Kendal Link Motorway, plus a dirty big
cattle-grid slap across the Brettargh Holt Inter
change!”
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Translated from the original Greek
and jvr,tten in the Jirst person peculiar
by Arturo Rotunda.

Astrology Resurgent
by Zacli lVIatfbei,’s

only got a minute to catch my train’ walk.

By the time Mary Connel of Secretarial Unit
10, makes it a switchboard trio, I’m going like
a train, my hands moving over the switches as
deftly as a Monte Carlo croupier. I’m really
turned on.
True, I didn’t go much on the chap who said,
“Thank you Miss” when I picked up his call.
Audible relief greeted the return of Ivy Claissé,
that experienced switchboard operator. Her
glance flicked over the scene; the plug cords
slewing across the board like mating time on a
snake farm.
She gave me a kindly smile full of sympathy,
except that it had, ‘Poor old soul—he’s past it’
written all over it. Ivy looked at the board again
and fighting hard to keep her composure said,
“Thank you for what you’ve done—hurrah for
you!”
“I was only here for the cheer” I replied, and
she seized the opportunity to laugh. Just what at,
your guess is as good as mine.

iIing around Mount Athos peninsula in
Northern Greece to the oldest of the
twenty large monasteries there, built in
AD. 963, a talkative Martian monk accused me
of being heretical on account of my astrological
and re-incarnational tendencies (according to my
Graeco-American astrological twin interpreter).
Arrived at the small jetty, we trudged up the
winding cobbled path to Grande Lavre monas
tery. The large entrance was prefaced with a
columned portico and as I glanced upward at the
domed roof I smiled with amused gratification to
see a glorious golden sun surrounded by a
colourful zodiac. It seemed to typify the whole
astrological scene. The builders of that vast
Christian pile had clearly not thought astrology
a heresy, but had included its symbology to
illustrate its meaningfulness in the Almighty’s
plan. Yet their modern counterpart missed the
point. The same may be said of Western civilisa
tion in general. Thanks partly to science, partly

to newspapers, partly to sheer materialism, the
whole of that very important part of life, includ
ing astrology, which lies between pure spirit and
visible, tangible, mundane matter, the sphere of
the non-rational, clearly understood by the Magi,
has been largely forgotten or made to appear
irrational.
Yet how true it is that all truth is a living unity
which reasserts itself in appropriate cycles, often
against what appear to be impossible odds. We
seem to be witnessing such a reassertion now
with regard to astrology and it might pay us to
ponder on the world context of confusion and
materialism in which this reassertion is occurring.
Astrological conferences, books galore, radio
and television programmes, articles in magazines

and papers, increasingly popular correspondence
courses! What an opportunity not only to restore
astrology to its rightful position in mundane
matters, but still more important perhaps, to
reverse the present materialism and ensure that
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the beads of sweat have put the ‘full up’ parking
sign on my eyebrows. This was it! one big bang
‘Ah
and then—nothing. I slump resignedly
well, at least 1 tried to do my duty’ (told you).
cautiously I open one eye.
The seconds go by
My heart leaps, ‘It’s two minutes past four! I’m
alive! I’m really O.K. I’m not going down there
after all. Bet ‘old Nick’ is cheesed.’
I look into the adjoining room. The ‘Daleks’
click and ‘zzzz’ at me. I laugh back uncontrol
lably and give them an indication that it’s two
minutes past four. Stupid electronic nits.
i’m in a gay euphoric mood as lights flash up
everywhere. 1 don’t care, I’m working away like
Reginald Dixon at the Blackpool organ. if only
my Rotunda colleagues could see me now.
I want to yell, “It’s alright chaps, i’m holding
the fort. keeping open the channel of Company
no
communications with the outside world
chaps, don’t bother now, keep your congratula
Still burbling I drift lazily
tions until later”
away and there I am standing on my little wooden
platform in the Rotunda. I am rigidly to atten
tion, all five feet four and five eighths of me. Chin
up, hands bunched, thumbs down the seams of
my slacks, chest out, stomach in (lord knows it
needs that).
The quiet intonation of the citation reaches me.
I recognise the voice of Ron Bowbelski, the slight
east European accent revealing his origin
“for continuous devotion to duty, for audacious
ness in repulsing all telephone callers, for courage
in refusing to leave your position even after the
fuses had blown, I am proud to invest you with
the supreme Rotunda award, the insignia of
crossed ruling pens with oak leaves”. I feel the
brief embrace over each shoulder, the pin
inserted and clasp fasten above the breast pocket
of my C. & A. jersey wool pullover. A crescendo
of applause wells up and makes me think I’ve
scored the winner at Anfield Road—Kop End
of course. 1 punch the air a couple of times and
finish with a Prince Philip wave as 1 step down.
David Milne is the first to reach me. He grasps
my hand and his quiet Aberdonian lilt is charged
Ma brave wee laddie! Y’need
with emotion
a dunt th’ seed o’th’ heed”. Pip Owen gives the
thumbs up sign and murmurs, “Nice goin’
whack!” William Kemp offers the gift of a
tomato but I duck as Lan Richards grips my
shoulder, tries to speak, chokes, and turns
abruptly away. (dear old Ian, I know how he
feels). Sandra Fiske impishly wrinkles her nose,
purses her lips and ‘blows’ them at me, and that
‘Aussie’ chick Robyn Bishop, smirks and says,
.
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“not bad—considering you’re a Porn!” In the
distance 1 spy Ian Wood wiping his misty spec
tacles with a tissue and as Mike Heddon whistles
a couple of swift bars of ‘Land of Hope and
Glory’, I catch the wide smile and shaking
shoulders of Nop Unahabhokha from Thailand
as he giggles, “Velly funny Arrthuur”.
it was then I became conscious of the perfume.
I knew ii wasn’t mine, it certainly wasn’t the
‘Old Ship’ I use for after-shave.
I flip my eyes sideways. Yes, I was still at the
board. But who belongs to that pink and slender
hand resting finger-tipped on the switches? My
gaze travels slowly up via the radius, humerus
and with a quick whip round the clavicle, I find
the soft brown eyes of Bella Stein of Secretarial
Unit 6 smiling down at me. “Everything under
control?” she coos. My little hammer beats an
urgent tattoo. Y’see it’s the perfume. I point
wearily at the board. “We’re not quite right are
we” she says brightly and promptly reaches
across to adjust one of my switch plugs. For a
moment her blond hair brushes my cheek and
I’m afloat in a cloud of Chanel No. 5.
I think it was that precise moment that Miss
D.B. appeared at the open doorway. My luck.
I hear a stifled, “Oh! my goodness me!” before
she wheels round, charges up the corridor, about
turns, belts back again, gives an encouraging nod,
says, “Are you coping—good!” and with her
high standards of efficiency satisfied, whips off
up the corridor again with that renowned, ‘I’ve

I
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A moment later I am back at my drawing
board in the partly inhabitated Rotunda.
Of course, Robyn and Sandra are sitting oppo
site all serene and virginal, like they’re waiting
to be confirmed or something. 1 wonder about
their ‘we’ve just licked the cream’ expressions.
Then I realise that the ‘Boss’ man, hereinafter
referred to as ‘G.P.W.F.’, has just stepped in.
His eyes twinkle round the Rotunda. I conceal
an inner smile, ‘checking the braves from the
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throws me a glance like Harry Wheatcroft
inspecting a particularly poor bloom at the
Annual Show of the Accrington Stanley Amateur
Rose Growing Society.
“Haven’t you finished that job yet?” His
enquiry came quietly but loaded with ‘G.P.W.F.’
perception.
Well, talk about being brought back to earth
with a bump. It was the fastest descent ever

ordered by ‘Mission Control’.
I was choked. Couldn’t say anything. Didn’t
they realise I’d been slaving over a hot switch
working my fingers to the bone
board
taking my life in my hands an’ that? There’s
gratitude for you
no thanks, no award of the
crossed ruling pens with oak leaves, no kiss me
face—nothing!
its’ a rotten world
and
they can take that ‘t’ree o’clock baamb’ to the
taxidermist for all I care.
Blindly I snafch up my No. 2 Variant. It scours
into the plastic sheet. Silent staccato words
punch through my clenched dentures
Let’s
see how they’re going to like these fence lines
smack down the middle of each carriageway on
the Kendal Link Motorway, plus a dirty big
cattle-grid slap across the Brettargh Holt Inter
change!”
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Translated from the original Greek
and jvr,tten in the Jirst person peculiar
by Arturo Rotunda.

Astrology Resurgent
by Zacli lVIatfbei,’s

only got a minute to catch my train’ walk.

By the time Mary Connel of Secretarial Unit
10, makes it a switchboard trio, I’m going like
a train, my hands moving over the switches as
deftly as a Monte Carlo croupier. I’m really
turned on.
True, I didn’t go much on the chap who said,
“Thank you Miss” when I picked up his call.
Audible relief greeted the return of Ivy Claissé,
that experienced switchboard operator. Her
glance flicked over the scene; the plug cords
slewing across the board like mating time on a
snake farm.
She gave me a kindly smile full of sympathy,
except that it had, ‘Poor old soul—he’s past it’
written all over it. Ivy looked at the board again
and fighting hard to keep her composure said,
“Thank you for what you’ve done—hurrah for
you!”
“I was only here for the cheer” I replied, and
she seized the opportunity to laugh. Just what at,
your guess is as good as mine.

iIing around Mount Athos peninsula in
Northern Greece to the oldest of the
twenty large monasteries there, built in
AD. 963, a talkative Martian monk accused me
of being heretical on account of my astrological
and re-incarnational tendencies (according to my
Graeco-American astrological twin interpreter).
Arrived at the small jetty, we trudged up the
winding cobbled path to Grande Lavre monas
tery. The large entrance was prefaced with a
columned portico and as I glanced upward at the
domed roof I smiled with amused gratification to
see a glorious golden sun surrounded by a
colourful zodiac. It seemed to typify the whole
astrological scene. The builders of that vast
Christian pile had clearly not thought astrology
a heresy, but had included its symbology to
illustrate its meaningfulness in the Almighty’s
plan. Yet their modern counterpart missed the
point. The same may be said of Western civilisa
tion in general. Thanks partly to science, partly

to newspapers, partly to sheer materialism, the
whole of that very important part of life, includ
ing astrology, which lies between pure spirit and
visible, tangible, mundane matter, the sphere of
the non-rational, clearly understood by the Magi,
has been largely forgotten or made to appear
irrational.
Yet how true it is that all truth is a living unity
which reasserts itself in appropriate cycles, often
against what appear to be impossible odds. We
seem to be witnessing such a reassertion now
with regard to astrology and it might pay us to
ponder on the world context of confusion and
materialism in which this reassertion is occurring.
Astrological conferences, books galore, radio
and television programmes, articles in magazines

and papers, increasingly popular correspondence
courses! What an opportunity not only to restore
astrology to its rightful position in mundane
matters, but still more important perhaps, to
reverse the present materialism and ensure that
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astrology reflects divine principles. Whether man’s
wisdom is in inverse proportion to his cleverness
or not, it must be pretty clear that it is no match
for the quickening tempo of our times. National
ism and wars show no sign of giving place to
internationalism, peace and world government,
nor will they until we recognise with due humility
that we are earth tenants only and that long
term planning and decision-making, of which
astrology is an instrument, rest entirely with the
owner.
As astrology has so vast a scope, it is not
surprising that we have to be continually re
focusing our microscopes to analyse its relation
ships to a hundred and one aspects of mundane
activity. There is so much leeway to catch up on,
so much essential research in the multifarious
rooms of the astrological mansion before it
can be said to have put its house in order.
Meanwhile, the world impasse will be growing
more acute and we will need to man our tele
scopes together with other disciplines to see
110w we may best bring truth with love and
humility to illuminate man’s confusion. It is not
enough to display astrology’s teeth. Unless those
teeth feed the hungry with food that is essentially
nourishing they may indeed be false teeth in
more senses than one. Good and evil are for ever
in the balance and we who can discern the
approaching resurgence bear responsibility for its
results in the hearts arid niinds of a coming
generation. There is nothing new in this idea,

but it is so easy to be blind to it in the excite
ment of resurgence. We are dealing with no less
than the essences of consciousness and mun
dane experience and God help us if we manipu
late them for selfish ends or even view them
myopically. Together with nuclear physics and
space travel, modern developed astrology can be
an Aquarian tool of immense importance.
Before the turn of this century—less than
thirty years—life on earth will bear witness to
whether mankind has yet evolved sufficiently to
handle such powerful ideas with a tenant’s
humility and understanding of an owner’s plan.
There is going to be no reduction of the gathering
momentum, but its benefic and/or malefic
result depends at least as much on our telescopic
(in)sights as on the outcome of our myriad
microscopic researches. Much as we would like
a slow reflective approach to such a broad,
deep study the tempo of our times will not allow
it, at least before the coming earth climax.
Are we to say with Wordsworth ‘Have I not
reason to lament what man has made of man’,
or with the hymn writer ‘That the earth will be
filled with the Glory of God as the waters cover
the sea’? Tntimately involved with man’s in
herent patterns is his freedom of choice for good
or evil, for co-operation or rejection, for re
generation or obsession, for life or death;
pattern and choice forever intermingle. How
deep does our understanding go, how worthy is
it of being passed on to others?
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notes among tile groups of players. I was going
to write for three trumpets, trombone, five
saxophones (see Figure 1), piano, drums, bass
and myself on guitar, so I had to be well pre
pared before putting pencil to paper for that lot.
I must say the band boys were very tolerant
guinea pigs with the number of experimental
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extracting from tile score each instrument and
writing a separate part for it.
This, I discovered, was not straightforward
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An Adventure in Music
by Fred C. Le

ecalling my hobbies of the past, I think
the one that gave me the most pleasure
and satisfaction was arranging music
for the dance band of which I was a member for
many years. The first urge to have a go at
arranging came after a couple of seasons of
suffering the standard, or commercial, arrange
ments written by professionals. These have to
accommodate all possible combinations of

instruments from a big band with strings to the
most odd trios, duos etc., and are, because of
this, somewhat limited in scope. I felt that
something should be attempted to bring some
individuality to the band, if only for a few
numbers in an evening performance.
The first thing was to get down to some home
work, learning the ranges of the various instru
ments and, very important, how to distribute the

Ezcmji. f
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trombone next, then the saxophones, the fourth
guitar and drums, staves five
and six were taken by piano and bass (see
Figure 1), thus I made economic use of the
standard twelve stave paper.
Now the adventure was to begin, first deciding
on suitable keys to write the score in, composing
an introduction of four bars length, and, between
complete choruses, writing bridging passages,
these involving a key change (modulation)
which had to be smooth and harmonious. One or
two instrumentalists were given solo passages,
and I had to decide whetiler to write the solo or
let the player work one out for himself, keeping
as near as possible to the mood of the music.
After a week of evenings, I drew the final bar
line arid wrote FIN. The whole thing looked, at
least to nie, very impressive, though what an
experienced nian would have thought is another
story!
After giving the score a look over to make
sure I had not put in any impossible notes or
any chords that required a twelve fingered
pianist, the second phase was proceeded with,
stave was given to

chord c C jcr

‘sketches I threw at them to try and get my
sounds right. The time canie for me to pick a
tune for my debut, and an oldie called ‘Dancing
on the Ceiling’ was the one I chose. It is a simple
tune, and very suitable for the sweet, full sounds
I had in mind. The music was written out in full
score form at first, and the manuscript was
marked out with the trumpets on the top stave,

copying, as most of the wind instruments are
what is known as ‘transposing’. For example, the
note C in the score is written as D in the trumpet,
tenor saxophone and clarinet parts, and as A for
alto and baritone saxophones. With these hazards
to watch out for I pressed on and eventually it
was all done, each part taking about half an hour
to write out.
On rehearsal evening, with thumping heart
and rather chilly feet, I handed out the parts to
the band, crept away to riiy own chair, and we
started to play the arrangement through.
I sat there tensely listening for the wrongly
written note, or for someone with a bar missing
or even one too many, but to my surprise and
pleasure I had beginners luck, the music was a
success, and with a few more rehearsals the rough
edges were smoothed out.
After that playing took second place and it was
writing the dots (music) for me.
Many pleasant years were spent arranging
until, alas, with the coming of the pop groups,
the days of the part-time big bands were over.
The ‘boys are now scattered far and wide,
but I still have a few scores to remind me of the
happy, if hardworking, nights of the past.
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Scottish Company Office, Glasgo ii’

Staff Notes

M. Arrowsmith
H. Blackwood
J. Darroch
R. B. Henderson
S. G. Hunt
D. MacDougall
J. R. McLean
J. 1. Reid

N. Stevenson
New Appointments
London Office
M. C. Barnes
Miss J. E. Perry
N. F. Brent
J. Buck
Miss J. P. Cardozo
R. G. Clifton
G. E. Cripps
B. Cruttenden
M. R. H. Dunstan
Mrs. M. A. Edwards
Mrs. F. Fox-Martin
R. A. Fyfe
Miss E. M. Grubb
Miss S. G. Guillemette
L. C. Hayler
M. C. Haynian
G. A. Hopper
C. J. Ingram
P. A. J. Kingsley
A. P. M. Lamb
K. M. Leytham
Mrs. R. M. Lyne
Miss 0. D. MacDonald
R. J. Mair
L. T. Manning
T. W. Morton
U. Nop (C.B.l. scholar on secondment from Highways Dept. of Govt. of Thailand)
Mrs. R. Nortey
B. J. Shorter
G. A. Treadaway
D. P. Walsh
Miss B. Withers
M. A. Wood
R. I. Wood
M. Yates
Kendal Office
N. G. Sibley
G. D. Taylor
Anti-un Office
Mrs. M. E. E. Robinson (rejoined)

C. J. Thom
A. G. Allen—M2 site (rejoined)
G. Baillie—Woodside II site
Miss V. Denny—M6 site (rejoined)
J. 0. Ellis—M6 site
Mrs. P. M. Grant—M6 site (rejoined)
M. Kopp—Croesyceiliog Police H.Q. and County Hall
Mrs. C. Murray—M2 site
Overseas
J. Convery—l.O.W., Makullah Naval Base, Oman
I. M. Donald—RE., Container Terminal, Hong Kong
R. G. R. Evans—Assistant Engineer, Nairobi Office, Kenya
E. A. Kemp—R.E. Makullah Naval Base, Oman
W. Lawson—A.E.(C) Nairobi Office, Kenya
T. R. C. Muir—S.A.R.E., Container Terminal, Hong Kong
E. J. Purver—Sen. Roads Engineer, Ibadan Office, Nigeria.
P. B. Rumsey—Assistant Engineer, Lilongwe Office, Malawi
Stall’ Returning to U.K. from Overseas
J. C. Davis—M6 (ex Gusau Water Supply Scheme, Nigeria)
G. H. French—London Office (ex Botswana Planning Study)
M. J. Gardner—M6 (ex Kaduna Office, Nigeria)
W. D. Grant—M6 (ex Ghana Highway Study, Accra)
K. B. C. Jeremiah—London Office (ex Kaduna Office, Nigeria)
F. S. Matthews—London Office (ex Botswana Planning Study)
R. McGowan—Glasgow Office, Scottish Company (ex Nairobi Office, Kenya)
T. J. Ottway—London Office (ex Asian Institute of Technology site, Bangkok, Thailand)
M. S. Owen—London Office (ex Hong Kong Office)
G. E. Trigg—London Office (ex New Capital Site, British Honduras)
Movements of Staff Overseas
A. J. Bushell—A.E.(C) Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex Malawi)
K. E. Caswell—A.E.(C) Lilongwe Office, Malawi (ex M2)
P. Christopher—D.R.E. Brunei Airport (ex Hong Kong)
M. R. H. Dunstan—A.E. Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex London)
E. R. Farrell—ARE. Makullah Naval Base, Oman (ex London)
G. L. Frankland—A.E.(C) Kaduna Office (ex M6)
J. R. Lane—Structural Engineer, Apapa Road/Ijora Causeway, Nigeria (ex London)
V. A. E. Lawley—Contracts Engineer, Brunei Office (ex Apapa Road/Ijora Causeway site, Nigeria)
F. B. Nelson—l.O.W. Container Terminal, Hong Kong (ex Brunei Airport)
A. G. Rees—Soils Technician, Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex M2)
C. 0. M. H. Seale—S.A.E. Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex Muscat)
K. W. Wigmore—S.E. Study of Substitution of Labour for Equipment in India (ex M6)
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A. G. Rees—Soils Technician, Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex M2)
C. 0. M. H. Seale—S.A.E. Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex Muscat)
K. W. Wigmore—S.E. Study of Substitution of Labour for Equipment in India (ex M6)
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Movement of Staff in U.K.
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D. W. Farthing
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Woodside 11
M2
M2
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London Office
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London Office

D. W. Hight
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Imperial College

M. P. Lawrence (now on
permanent SWKP staff)
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...
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...
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Newsletter
Northern Ireland
It could perhaps be argued that a further
newsletter from Northern Ireland is hardly
necessary in view of the pictorial newsletters
from this part of the world which appear nightly
on your television screens; regrettably normal
business and the construction of motorways are
not newsworthy items and the media have not
yet interested themselves in SWKP, so news of
our doings can only come to you via Pontifact.
This is not to minimise the seriousness of N.
lrelands present position but life and work still
continue for the vast majority even though there
are distinct signs of strained nerves and all of us
have experienced the daily explosions and gun
fire at close, medium or long range.
We wound up our summer report with the
comment that we appeared to be coming to the
end of our work here and the question, “what
next?” was beginning to be canvassed. Contract
413A was completed on schedule at the end of
July and as if on cue the Ministry informed us
that our long-dormant Contract 411 was being
resurrected and tender documents would be
required to enable a start to be made in the autumn
of 1972. It would seem that money earmarked for
the Belfast Ring Road is now available for use
elsewhere due to further delays in that project,
caused by the fact that most of it runs through
the troubled areas of the city. It is not possible
to acquire the property along the route due to the
difficulty in rehousing people who are unwilling
to move to strange and, to them, possibly more
dangerous localities.
The Ministry also expressed the hope that work
required on 411 could be carried out locally and
in consequence certain changes have taken place
in the SWKP organisation. Your correspondent
has now returned to the fold, as it were, and is
desperately trying to recollect the mysteries of
transition spirals, superelevation and the novel
idea that roundabouts can be reduced to a
diameter of four metres or so. With the approach
ing end of the Maintenance Period on Contract

412, the Rathmore site office has been closed
down and a select group including Jack Craig,
Don Lee, Joe Corr and Christine McNeice are
now ensconced in a suite of basement offices
kindly leased to us by Antrim R.D.C. in their
own building in Antrim. It had been hoped to
site this design office in the general area of our
old Belfast Office, but this proved, after a lengthy
search, to be impossible, although offices can be
obtained in parts of the city whose names are
now, alas, known only too well to the outside
world. Our initial enthusiasm for the Steeple
has been dampened somewhat by the discovery
that, being in the basement, we are susceptible
to the weather and have in fact been flooded
twice in the past five weeks. Fortunately no
irretrievable damage has been caused but we hope
that the SWKP pension scheme will cover us for
the inevitable rheumatic twinges which will
result from several months sojourn in our damp
cellar. In addition to preparing tender docu
ments we are having to re-design the Sandy
knowes interchange to accommodate a further
dual-carriageway making a total of 12 road
connections into a reduced roundabout. Site
work has also begun in the shape of two soils
investigations—one on the new site for the west
interchange bridge and the other to classify some
quarter million cubic yards of surplus material
from an adjacent contract which we are under
pressure to accept. In our spare moments also
we are advising Newtownabbey U.D.C.’s resident
engineer on their storm-water scheme which
crosses under our highest embankment to ensure
that they do not bequeath us any awkward
foundation problems. Chris Fink probably feels
that all this has been laid on for his especial
benefit to bring life here more into line with the
hectic days on Section 3 about which he has told
us on odd occasions! Lest we should feel tempted
to put our feet up occasionally the Ministry have
given us the job of supervising the two railway
bridges at Templepatrick, tenders for which are
due at the beginning of January. We accept this
commission as the compliment the Ministry so
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obviously intend! All old Belfast hands will be
pleased to hear that Evelyn Robinson has re
joined us to assist with the extra drawings re
quired—regrettably the volume of work does not
justify recalling all of her other attractive fellowtracers.
With the opening of Contract 4l3A on the 16th
August, site work now consists of parts B and C,
Shanes Viaduct and the short length of motorway
beyond completing the Randalstown by-pass.
413C is somewhere around 9—12 months ahead
of schedule which is very encouraging but is of
little use until the Viaduct is complete. In an
effort to slow down progress some person or
persons unknown blew up two of the Contractor’s
TS 14’s a few nights ago. The incident coincided
with the Concrete Society dinner at the Dunadry
Inn where proceedings were delayed for half-anhour by a bomb scare. We had just begun work on
the opening prawn cocktail when news of the
explosion came through and the Site Agent
regrettably had to go hungry for the remainder
of the evening.
Staff movements have been largely outgoing,
now fewer than nine members have left the fold
for various destinations. Kenya and Malawi
have claimed Tony Rees and Ken Caswell
respectively while Khan Ali has transferred to the
M6. One of the old Belfast stalwarts and our
Golf Secretary, Denis Wheelhouse has regrettably
become a civil servant with one of the Stormont
Ministries and the sole other remaining survivor
of the Belfast lab., Mike Horan has also departed.
From the site we have lost inspectors Mick
McNeice and David Hutchinson, typist Ann
Johnston and one of our most vital men at this
stage, John Cunnane, from the 413A Measure
ment Section. We are however more than pleased
to welcome back Gordon Allen who has really
been thrown in at the deep end on the final
measurement with such a depleted staff. One
new face has also appeared in the shape of Mrs.
Christina Murray who appears to be working
exclusively for John McKeown.
TERRY MCDOWELL

Gbsgo w
As announced in the last edition of Ponriflict,
we became a separate firm in August this year
and were duly announced in the Company
News of the Glasgo II Herald, sandwiched, we
understand, between a firm of plumbers and a
firm of glaziers!

We are particularly pleased to have Roy
Hodgen back, wearing his brand new Managing
Director’s hat, and hope that he and his family
quickly settle back into the Glasgow life. His
welcome, however, was not all friendly since he
had both his golf clubs and his car stolen within
a few days of arrival.
There is an atmosphere of vigour and enthu
siasm abroad that befits a new born company.
There is plenty, of work to do and it is standing
room only in the drawing offices. We have our
own Company Secretary, Dave Davidson re
incarnated, who is even more of an Uncle than
before, and we only need the arrival of a new
brass name plate for the front door to feel that
we really belong.
The projects in the office are well up to pro
gramme. Woodside is standing up well to traffic
and by the New Year we hope that it will be
linked to the Charing Cross Stage (being con
structed by W. H. Fairhurst & Partners), thus
completing the north and west flanks of the
Inner Ring Road. Mill Street, Rutherglen, is out
to tender and Brandon Street By-pass is now at
the detailed design stage, supervised by Gavin
Walker who has returned from site.
Jack Wood has given up Public Inquiries and
has taken to organising exhibitions instead.
Exhibitions of future sections of motorway for
use at Public Participation Meetings. This is a
technique developed by the Corporation of
Glasgow which appears to be going a long way
to alay the public fears of proposed motorways.
On the staff side there is not a great deal to
report, except to welcome all the new faces that
have joined us during the summer and to say
that we were sorry to lose Allan Mowatt, who
left us to concentrate more particularly on town
planning.
Congratulations to David Allen, that infatigu
able cyclist, on his marriage during the summer
and also to Steve Porter, who came north to
claim a Scottish bride and a job with the new
Company.
Golf, of course, has occupied much of our
spare time during the summer. The golf outing
was nearly a disaster, for when we reported
early in the morning at Largs the greens were
flooded and the rain was heavy, even for that
habitually damp seaside resort. However, Willard
Dougall is a resourceful creature and a few
quick ‘phone calls soon located the sun so that
we ended the day with two rounds in perfect
weather at Troon golf courses. Happily his
efforts were crowned with success for he assures
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me that he personally won the Stapleford com
petition. The NIDGER trophy, that incredible
lump of granite, competed for annually ‘by all
those involved in the achievement of the Ring
Road’ is ours again. Messrs. Hodgen, Dougall,
McDougall and Davidson all did what was
expected of them, but Jack Wood and Don
Breakey returned such a surprisingly high score
that the victory was complete. Incidentally, you
can always tell the NIDGER men for they wear
maroon ties with a natty motif and the date 1971.
The enterprise dinghy WOW came to us from
Kendal this summer and has been berthed on
the bonny banks of Loch Lomond. She has been
used steadily by a small group and we hope that
next year more people will make use of her. Two
elderly gentlemen, who should have known
better, took her out in a fine sou-westerly and
landed upside down, bobbing up and down in the
drink. That nearly solved the Managing
Director’s senior staffing problems in one
fell swoop!
CLYDESIDER

Ghana
The writer, having been caught for this chore,
accepts no responsibility for any of the following
statements, made in the belief that they are true.
That this letter after vetting by the Project
Manager, has been accepted by the Editors for
publication, acknowledges their acceptance of
all liabilities for libel, loss of character, etc.
As, for the second time in six months, Staff
Services had to be rescued by my tearing off to
the tropics at a few hours notice and thereby
ruining a weekend, my thoughts during the flight
out were along the lines, “But we have a Planning
Section”. Oh well, assurance is given that events
move faster in Ghana than some other West
African countries.
At 4 p.m. on the Friday before departure, a
polite enquiry if I could take out anything for
the office, resulted in Il Signor handing me just
one hundredweight of contract drawings. The
plane was delayed for three hours becuase there
had been fog 18 hours earlier, and when we got
to the end of the runway the Captain told us that
the fog had come down again and it was too thick
to take off, but he would wait around and go if
he could, otherwise he’d offload us until next day.
And all the while, the children screamed.
However, at Kotoka there was a rapturously
warm welcome from the Wee Scott and his
Missus (our Ghana office typist wrote this as
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“the Wee Scot & his wives”—either he knows
more than I do or he couldn’t read my draft),
who had a welcome waiting on the Feliside and
would not be put off. Missus greeting, like her
farewell ten days later was quite filial. It’s
probably my age that’s against me, though I kid
myself that it was Hubby’s presence that caused
the restraint. Greetings over they whisked me off
to their air-conditioned, h & c running water
flat—with private swimming pool—where a
somewhat somnolent afternoon led to a partial
recovery from the flight and next day refreshed
but unacclimatised I reported to the office.
During the past 11 months, SWKP have had
an office in Accra, in buildings provided by the
Ministry of Works. From these offices, a team
aided and abetted by E.l.U. have investigated
and reported on proposals for rehabilitating a
large part of the Ghana Highway System. Road
Inventories, traffic and soils investigations have
been made and the report just issued, includes
contract documents for many of the roads in
cluded in the report.
Ron Viapree had been the Project Manager,
with engineering and traffic being dealt with by
Achille Calzetti, Martin Wisernan and Nigel
Birch; Soils have been attended to by Donald
Grant and Pat, with works of wisdom in the
early days being murmured by Roy Burley.
Harry Pappoe of Ghana Ministry of Works
looks after all of them with a fatherly eye and
provides liaison with the Government. The
workers are a mixture of seconded P.W.D. and
S.W.K.P. locally recruited. Our drivers are
P.W.D. and during the last two months have
spent their time eating off their collective heads
and working furiously at the draught board in
the Head Office canteen, just outside the soils
laboratory.
Working conditions are a pleasant change from
Mubi; at Accra the offices are air-conditioned so
you stay in them and work to keep warm but for
those who have to go out in the midday sun, the
Chief Clerk has sufficient business acumen to
have a fridge supplying cold drinks. The office
runner makes the coffee to warm up those who
stay in their offices. Living conditions are good;
there being clean running h & c water and elec
tricity for 24 hours a day. Quite idyllic after Mubi
with the bath taps running cold cocoa and the
power going off at midnight when you really
needed a fan. Apart from the couple who had a
private swimming pool, there are some very nice
beaches, and local clubs with swimming pools
if you have the time to relax and with travel
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broadening the mind and the bumpy Ghana roads,
before we rehabilitate them, broadening the
(take your pick) base, there is much to see up,
down and across the country. For the sports
enthusiasts there is amateur football, but quite
exciting to watch on TV from the security of your
home far from the crowd. Hockey, tennis, polo,
and golf are played and there are the frequent
meetings at the Accra Turf Club, but if you love
horses dont go to the saddling enclosure.
Incidentally Ron Viapree points out in a gem of
bilingual tautology that there is now a thriving
colony of ‘Mona Monkeys’ in Minorca. (Mona
is the Portugese/Spanish for Monkey and the
particular species was christened in the mid
fifteenth century by the early lberian explorers
to Benin and environs.)
If the foregoing makes you want to grab the
internal and ring 234, even if it raises a little
interest, Ron Viapree will be pleased and no
doubt Staff Services will be very thankful they
have been saved the task of selling the jobs that
will probably come in up the next few months,
as there is the likelihood that S.W.K.P. will be
asked to supervise some 15—20 contracts of the
road rehabilitation.

S. L.

HOBDEN

Hong Kong
As Hong Kong approaches the end of another
year, the events of the past twelve months begin
to assume some perspective. So far as the firm
is concerned this has been a favourable year in
keeping with the Chinese expectation of good
fortune accompanying our Year of the Dog.
Works in hand have shown steady progress, as
described separately, and prospects for the future
seem bright.
The Cross-Harbour Tunnel shares the distinc
tion of being something of substance which has
gone ‘down’ during the year, since this seems to
have been a year of increases all round. Although
labour rates have spiralled, particularly in the
construction industry, living costs have more
than kept pace with them. As has happened
elsewhere, efficiency has not improved with the
higher wage rates and indications are that
machines rather than men will become increas
ingly more important at all levels on site.
High rise apartments and offices have also
been on the up this year, but of some consolation
is the fact that rents and prices for property may
have reached a plateau. We are now able to
claim the distinction of seeing the tallest building

in Asia under construction, but with the overall
boom in construction throughout the East it is
likely that this distinction will be short lived.
With the current seasonal very dry conditions,
dust from building sites seemingly on every other
corner is adding to the discomfort of noise in
the built up areas.
Fortunately Plover Cove is also on the ‘up’
and our water supply has again been unrestricted.
In this way w are very much more fortunate
than during the time of similar conditions pre
1967, when the dust could not be swilled off
without checking water storage tanks beforehand.
An increase in domestic and industrial water
rates earlier during the year, received unfavourable
criticism but has done nothing to stem the increase
in demand. Whereas summer months in the past
have been notable for water shortage difficulties
on site, this year it was lack of cement as local
market conditions fluctuated in response to
typhoons and the pressure of our building boom.
Naturally the agents responsible for importing
bagged cement were most willing to play the mar
ket, which at times became even more speculative
than our boisterous stock-markets.
A much more disturbing upward trend is the
increase in crime rate which has occurred;
having said this it should be emphasised that
Hong Kong by all accounts still remains one of
the more safe places to live and work. A high
rate of solving crime has helped to combat the
trend, and much is being done in the field of
social welfare to prevent boredom and dissatis
faction with
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me that he personally won the Stapleford com
petition. The NIDGER trophy, that incredible
lump of granite, competed for annually ‘by all
those involved in the achievement of the Ring
Road’ is ours again. Messrs. Hodgen, Dougall,
McDougall and Davidson all did what was
expected of them, but Jack Wood and Don
Breakey returned such a surprisingly high score
that the victory was complete. Incidentally, you
can always tell the NIDGER men for they wear
maroon ties with a natty motif and the date 1971.
The enterprise dinghy WOW came to us from
Kendal this summer and has been berthed on
the bonny banks of Loch Lomond. She has been
used steadily by a small group and we hope that
next year more people will make use of her. Two
elderly gentlemen, who should have known
better, took her out in a fine sou-westerly and
landed upside down, bobbing up and down in the
drink. That nearly solved the Managing
Director’s senior staffing problems in one
fell swoop!
CLYDESIDER

Ghana
The writer, having been caught for this chore,
accepts no responsibility for any of the following
statements, made in the belief that they are true.
That this letter after vetting by the Project
Manager, has been accepted by the Editors for
publication, acknowledges their acceptance of
all liabilities for libel, loss of character, etc.
As, for the second time in six months, Staff
Services had to be rescued by my tearing off to
the tropics at a few hours notice and thereby
ruining a weekend, my thoughts during the flight
out were along the lines, “But we have a Planning
Section”. Oh well, assurance is given that events
move faster in Ghana than some other West
African countries.
At 4 p.m. on the Friday before departure, a
polite enquiry if I could take out anything for
the office, resulted in Il Signor handing me just
one hundredweight of contract drawings. The
plane was delayed for three hours becuase there
had been fog 18 hours earlier, and when we got
to the end of the runway the Captain told us that
the fog had come down again and it was too thick
to take off, but he would wait around and go if
he could, otherwise he’d offload us until next day.
And all the while, the children screamed.
However, at Kotoka there was a rapturously
warm welcome from the Wee Scott and his
Missus (our Ghana office typist wrote this as
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“the Wee Scot & his wives”—either he knows
more than I do or he couldn’t read my draft),
who had a welcome waiting on the Feliside and
would not be put off. Missus greeting, like her
farewell ten days later was quite filial. It’s
probably my age that’s against me, though I kid
myself that it was Hubby’s presence that caused
the restraint. Greetings over they whisked me off
to their air-conditioned, h & c running water
flat—with private swimming pool—where a
somewhat somnolent afternoon led to a partial
recovery from the flight and next day refreshed
but unacclimatised I reported to the office.
During the past 11 months, SWKP have had
an office in Accra, in buildings provided by the
Ministry of Works. From these offices, a team
aided and abetted by E.l.U. have investigated
and reported on proposals for rehabilitating a
large part of the Ghana Highway System. Road
Inventories, traffic and soils investigations have
been made and the report just issued, includes
contract documents for many of the roads in
cluded in the report.
Ron Viapree had been the Project Manager,
with engineering and traffic being dealt with by
Achille Calzetti, Martin Wisernan and Nigel
Birch; Soils have been attended to by Donald
Grant and Pat, with works of wisdom in the
early days being murmured by Roy Burley.
Harry Pappoe of Ghana Ministry of Works
looks after all of them with a fatherly eye and
provides liaison with the Government. The
workers are a mixture of seconded P.W.D. and
S.W.K.P. locally recruited. Our drivers are
P.W.D. and during the last two months have
spent their time eating off their collective heads
and working furiously at the draught board in
the Head Office canteen, just outside the soils
laboratory.
Working conditions are a pleasant change from
Mubi; at Accra the offices are air-conditioned so
you stay in them and work to keep warm but for
those who have to go out in the midday sun, the
Chief Clerk has sufficient business acumen to
have a fridge supplying cold drinks. The office
runner makes the coffee to warm up those who
stay in their offices. Living conditions are good;
there being clean running h & c water and elec
tricity for 24 hours a day. Quite idyllic after Mubi
with the bath taps running cold cocoa and the
power going off at midnight when you really
needed a fan. Apart from the couple who had a
private swimming pool, there are some very nice
beaches, and local clubs with swimming pools
if you have the time to relax and with travel
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broadening the mind and the bumpy Ghana roads,
before we rehabilitate them, broadening the
(take your pick) base, there is much to see up,
down and across the country. For the sports
enthusiasts there is amateur football, but quite
exciting to watch on TV from the security of your
home far from the crowd. Hockey, tennis, polo,
and golf are played and there are the frequent
meetings at the Accra Turf Club, but if you love
horses dont go to the saddling enclosure.
Incidentally Ron Viapree points out in a gem of
bilingual tautology that there is now a thriving
colony of ‘Mona Monkeys’ in Minorca. (Mona
is the Portugese/Spanish for Monkey and the
particular species was christened in the mid
fifteenth century by the early lberian explorers
to Benin and environs.)
If the foregoing makes you want to grab the
internal and ring 234, even if it raises a little
interest, Ron Viapree will be pleased and no
doubt Staff Services will be very thankful they
have been saved the task of selling the jobs that
will probably come in up the next few months,
as there is the likelihood that S.W.K.P. will be
asked to supervise some 15—20 contracts of the
road rehabilitation.

S. L.
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An increase in domestic and industrial water
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have been notable for water shortage difficulties
on site, this year it was lack of cement as local
market conditions fluctuated in response to
typhoons and the pressure of our building boom.
Naturally the agents responsible for importing
bagged cement were most willing to play the mar
ket, which at times became even more speculative
than our boisterous stock-markets.
A much more disturbing upward trend is the
increase in crime rate which has occurred;
having said this it should be emphasised that
Hong Kong by all accounts still remains one of
the more safe places to live and work. A high
rate of solving crime has helped to combat the
trend, and much is being done in the field of
social welfare to prevent boredom and dissatis
faction with
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schedules and vehicle operating efficiency as a
means of attracting passengers.
Attractions albeit dubious or otherwise, in
the form of topless, bottomless and varying states
of in-between establishments for entertainment
have appeared on the tourist run, all sharing the
same ideal of being up in price. Tourism has thus
far complied with Parkinson’s law by expanding
to meet the attractions available, in spite of the
American forces Rest and Recreation visits being
suspended during the year.
A visitor of note was H.R.H. Princess Anne,
whose personality soon overcame a diffident
press and in the course of a week established
herself as a popular royal personage with people
from all walks of life. Another arrival was the
liner Queen Elizabeth, which is to further her
illustrious days at sea in the form of a floating
university, operated by a 1-long Kong based
shipping company.
Finally in this review of an up year, it is fitting
to record the giving-up of a partnership in site
supervision which has existed continuously since
1963. First assembled and trained by Gordon
Wilson and Syd Drury for Kwai Chung Develop
rnent, a team of local supervisors have remained
together for various road and flyover projects
since that time. Only now with the nearing com
pletion of the Tunnel Connections are they dis
banding, but not without completing the cycle
by having some of their number return to Kwai
Chung for the container terminal contracts.
For Hong Kong then, this has been an up-year;
some would pessimise that going up must lead to
coming down and the answer would then be
that our switch-back economy thereby gains
momentum for even more upmanship. Running
along such a track is a gamble, but since gambling
is the second most popular habit after making
money, this does not at the moment give rise for
general concern.
JIM BLAKE

Hong Kong Ci’oss Harbour
Tunnel
At the time of writing (early November) 12
tunnel units have been placed, two more are being
fitted out, with the last unit launched and
anchored pending room at the fitting out jetty.
Access to the submerged tube tunnel down the
North Ramp, through the Ventilation Building
has now been gained, a great improvement over
the initial access arrangement, which was through

vertical towers set upon Unit no. 1. The internal
jointing of units; F & M installations; and
finishing operations are now proceeding apace
in the seven units under water which have now
been entered. Trial panels of the sprayed finish
on the walls provide visitors with an impression
of what the tunnel will look like, and have been
much admired. The chosen colour is usually
described as ‘off-white with a pinkish hue’.
We mentioned in the Summer number of
Pontiflict that the weather had been kind to us.
Up to that time it was true, but a whole string
of typhoons came close to Hong Kong through
the summer, and two scored direct hits—’ Freda’
on 18th June which was not too bad, although it
brought life to a complete halt for several hours;
and ‘Rose’ which was reckoned to be the worst
in ten years. The approach of ‘Rose’ necessitated
the closure of the site in the late morning of
Monday, 16th August, and by tea time, with the
radio announcing the increasing possibility of a
direct hit, the whole Colony had battened down.
Wind and rain increased steadily through the
evening and by midnight hurricane-force winds
were general. The peak was reached around
1.30 am. when gusts of over 100 miles an hour
were recorded. Unit No. 10, which had reached
the stage of very low freeboard, sank alongside
the fitting out jetty. Other effects on site included
flooding and damage to offices, one of which
(not ours) lost its roof. In I-long Kong harbour
28 ships, the marjority being ocean-going vessels,
broke adrift and were wrecked; the Hong Kong—
Macau ferry Fat Shun sank with heavy loss of
life, and S.S. Macau went aground together with
a number of hydrofoils. Despite gale-force winds
continuing on until mid-morning Tuesday,
several staff, mainly those who had suffered least
loss of sleep and damage at home, managed to
get to the office to view the scene and to start
mopping up. The Contractors quickly fabricated
access towers from redundant bored pile casings
for Unit No. 10, which was pumped out and
refloated in just under a fortnight. The most
noticeable effect on our offices was that telephones
(along with those some 11,000 other subscribers!)
were out of action for nearly two weeks. Opinion
varied widely as to the degree of inconvenience
caused by the lack of this essential service, but
strange to say no noticeable increase in paperwork
resulted—there couldn’t possibly be any more of
that anyway!
The centre of gravity of marine work which
visibly is represented by the screed and lay barge,
has advanced steadily across the harbour from
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Kowloon to Hong Kong. This unique craft, built
specially for the job in Hong Kong, is expected
to place the closure unit, No. 14, early in 1972
and a complete breakthrough from one end to
the other should follow soon thereafter.
South ramp construction has now risen above
sea level and the area is being flooded to allow
removal of the dewatering bund prior to the
floating in and placing of Unit No. 15.
The Administration Building, now virtually
complete, is an interesting if somewhat controver
sial addition to the Hung Hom skyline and pro
vides a wonderful viewing point for the whole
project.
Since the last issue, SARE James Luk has
joined us from Star House, taking over froni
George Brandon; Reg Southgate and Vince
Echlin, E & M Inspectors, have arrived from
FFP; Jim Lewis (of RMJM) left in early August,
after seeing work on the Administration Building
through to its final stages. Don Mcintosh of FFP
will leave in mid-November after the last tunnel
unit has been launched.
The engagement of Sue Pickett, our secretary,
to John McCabe, our Diving Inspector, was
announced a few weeks ago. January 1st we
understand is to be the big day, and we all wish
this popular couple great success in their ‘joint
venture’.
PETER KNOWLES

tunnel leading from Plover Cove reservoir. At
Tai Po Tau the new linking aqueducts are
virtually complete and the new bandscreen cham
ber is being concreted; excavation for the pump
ing station extension is nearing completion.
Construction of the treatment works extension
at Sha Tin is well under was’, with the pumping
station new filter block and settlement tanks all
in hand.
We were paiticularly sorry to lose John Luk
from the office and wish him success in his new
job with Government. Since the last Pontifact,
Peter Moody (Binnies) and Richard Gamlen
have both ‘done’ the Far East: none of those
BBC 2 jobs of David Attenborough will impress
them anymore. The Guildfords, Wainwrights
and Molyneux’s (Binnie’s Resident Partner)
visited England and returned, refreshed. Autumn
is the Expat’s Mums and Dads visiting season and
this year Eileen Hannah’s parents (Binnies) are
here catching up on two years separation. Parents
always seem to enjoy Hong Kong and usually
have an exhilarating time. Gordon and Norma
March have joined us from Binnies in London
to strengthen the Electrical side of the office
teani. We congratulate Andrew Lo on his promo
tion to Inspector of Works.
It appears we have only one birth to record,
but that of a potential Etonian, namely, Cohn
David Scotchburn Guilford.
PLO VCOVEK L

Joint EngineerS

(Plover Cove

Watei’ Scheme)
This autumn has seen the end of an era for
Hong Kong. Sir David Trench who has been
Governor of Hong Kong since 1964 ended his
term of office during October. In an emotional
and colonial ceremony redolent of days no more,
this fine man said farewell and crossed the
harbour with gun salutes, and escorts of heli
copters also the fire boat Sir Alexander Grantliani
(one of his predecessors) throwing up huge
fountains of water, all the way to Kai Tak airport.
Meanwhile, construction work on the extension
of Plover Cove Water Scheme (the capacity is
being increased now from a previous 80 million
gallons per day to 175) proceeds, generally on
programme. The main dam is now partially
raised over half its length and the spillway is
being adapted to receive the foundations of the
17 ft high, air-regulated siphon spillway. Work
has just started in preparation for the two large
tunnel gates which are to be installed in the main

Kai Tak

Airport

Runway

Extension
Readers may well wonder why this, our first
contribution to Ponti,Q,cr, is appearing at least
12 months after the start of construction work
on the project. However, no doubt they will have
observed the photograph of the signing of the
reclamation and seawalls contract in the last
issue and it must be admitted that it would hardly
be correct to publish a report on progress before
the contract signing ceremony had been recorded,
albeit sonie nine months
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problems have arisen. Dredging of the trenches
for the seawalls and for the foundations for the
runway and taxiway extensions is virtually com
plete. The dredging was carried out by an
assortment of Japanese and Hong Kong grab
dredgers varying in bucket capacity from 2
cu. yd for the smallest Hong Kong dredgers to
19+ cu. yd for the larger of the two Japanese
dredgers. At least three of the converted draglines
used by the Hong Kong sub-contractor should
have been on the scrapheap years ago but, with
the help of frequent dockyard visits and typical
oriental optimism, they kept working and
contributed to the dredging effort in no small
way.
So far, the filling operations for the seawalls
and reclamation have been carried out largely
by marine plant but within the past month the
floating bridge across the channel between the
Kowloon Bay reclamation and the existing
runway promontory has been commissioned
and, to a fanfare of popping champagne corks
(any new operation is an excuse for popping
corks), end-tipping above sea level commenced.
Meanwhile, advantage has been taken of the
nightly runway closure periods (needed for
encroachment into the flight funnel for the
dredging and seawall construction adjacent to
the existing promontory) to groove the existing
asphalt and concrete runway pavements and to
sample and test the existing pavements to deter
mine their expected performance under wheel
loads from projected super- and sub-sonic aircraft.
Concurrently, nine different trial pavements were
constructed on a plot of land on the airport
apron reclamation and subjected to various
loading and laboratory tests to facilitate design
of the pavements for the runway and taxiway
extensions. We were fortunate to have Raymond
Wai seconded to the site staff for the trial pave
ments contract for nine months and Eddie Ho
also spent many cold damp nights last winter
supervising the plate bearing tests on the runway.
The site staff has grown steadily and it has
been pleasant to see the return of many familiar
faces from Plover Cove and Brunei. On the
engineering side, H. S. Lo, Paul Came. Alain Cliu
and Eddie Ho transferred from Star House at
the end of 1970 and Derek Slater arrived from
U.K. in March this year. Our two Inspectors of
Works, 0. J. Van Aswegen and Bill McRae, also
arrived from U.K. in November and December
1970 respectively and have been bemoaning the
inefficiency of oriental contractors ever since
(as both have had long stints in Africa, this could

be interpreted as complimentary to the African
construction industry!).
It soon became apparent that our new arrivals
could form the nucleus of a respectable golf team
and a challenge was offered to Star House to
compete for the Joe Lindsay Trophy. The date
has still to be fixed but rumours that the challen
gers in the meantime are practising with phos
phorescent floaters on the runway during night
closures are entirely false!
Jimmy Li (Foreman I) and Johnny Chang (Eng.
Asst. II) both took the plunge during the year,
the latter finding the experience so overpowering
that he subsequently submitted his resignation;
we wish hini well in his future exploits.
Typhoon Rose’ left a trail of destruction as it
passed through the Colony in August. Fortun
ately, damage to the works was only minor and
did not affect progress. However, a lot of windows
got broken in houses and flats and those fortunate
enough to have gardens are still clearing the
remains of broken trees and shrubs.
STEVE COTTERELL

MRS BEETONS KWAI CHUNG INSTANT
CONTAINERISED CAKE
Take:
An Anglo-Scottish-German developer.
A Japanese developer.

An American developer.
(all mutually immiscible)
Blend lilt/I:
A Franco-British contractor.
A Japanese contractor.
A myriad of Chinese sub-contractors.
Ac/cl:
French Export Credit Finance.

Japanese Export Credit Finance.
(try to remove attached strings).
Mix well together and filter through a fine mesh
of Red Tape.
Keep continually on the boil under the heat of
the Rising Sun.
Pour all the ingredients into a confined site
and in less than half the minimum justifiable time
produce the instant cake, which everyone wants
to have and eat without paying for.
On the handle of the wooden spoon trying to
stir this intractable mixture is Robin Osborn,
aided by Vincent Chan, Hubert Woo and Peter

[
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Lam, with Yuen Wai To and Richard Kan
doing the decorations to put on top.
On site, Berth I for the OCL/ACT/Hapag
Lloyd group got off to a flying start in February
and Dragages-Gammon rapidly converted the
one remaining unspoilt hill in the area, pre
viously designated as Green Belt, into yet another
area of hideous but valuable building land. The
bucket dredger Haiphong (previously used on Kai
Tak and Plover Cove) was rapidly recommis
sioned and dredging and filling has proceeded
well up to or ahead of programme. Piling started
in October and looks like claiming a few un
wanted records for length and weight of piles.
Of the total 37 acres of the berth, approximately
10 were originally reclaimed land, 12 have since
been reclaimed by end-tipping and in the area
which is dredged about one acre is now land,
having had 30 ft of mud removed and 70 ft of
fill deposited. Paving will be starting shortly,
buildings start going up in February and con
tainer cranes in March, so that the berth can be
operational by the beginning of August; a
mere 18 months since inception.
Paul Christopher having transferred to Brunei,
Ian Donald and Tom Muir are RE and SARE
respectively, together with James Ng ARE and
Cyril Hudson 1.0W. they are enduring the dust
and smells from a nearby lap-sap (rubbish)
dump.
On Berth 2 for the Japanese Oyania group and
Berth 3 for the American Sea-Land organisation,
the most productive activity for a considerable
period was the preparation of programme to suit
the developers changing requirements. However,
behind the scenes some very impressive plant was
being mobilised by Nishimatsu and the project
site is now a magnificent spectacle with dredgers
of all sizes and types, barges, tugs, piling rigs and
dump trucks. All that can be seen above water
are the first few piles, which as Lance Dodd the
CRE says, stand rather forlornly in their isola
tion sticking up from what appears to be open
sea (although in fact a good deal of work has
been done underwater since dredging began in
May and bottom-dump filling in September).
Lance Dodd also reports that relations with the
Scots on his northern border (Berth I) are
friendly, which is just as well since their respec
tive contractors frequently wish to occupy the
same area of seabed at the same time. This can
produce imponderable international problems,
with the Tricolour and Rising Sun flying in
opposition, but part of the solution is to insist
that the Red Duster is flown from the mast head

of all floating plant. Helping unravel these
problems is Richard Denton-Cox (following his
brief spell in Star House whilst Robin Osborn
was on leave), who is SARE on Berths 2 and 3
aided by David Cheng and Raymond Lou
(AREs) and Jim Mathias I.O.W.
RoBIN OSBORN

London
Here in swinging London the pavements of
Oxford Street are swarming with those taking
part in the annual Festival of the Shopping Bag.
As the big stores put up their Christmas lights and
the cash registers clang away, it is a fair bet that
the rush will get steadily niore hectic throughout
the remaining shopping days until Christmas. To
those of us that have to battle through the throng
on leaving 5 Winsley Street each evening, it is
evident that the Summer Tourist Crush has now
merged with the Winter Shopping Crush, so
that there is a uniform density of bodies to fight
your way through, no matter what month it is.
*

*

*

The troubles in Northern Ireland seemed to
have infected some people on this side of the
Irish Sea on the 3rd November. About 3 o’clock
in the afternoon the word was hastily passed
round that there might be a bomb in the building
and after a rapid descent through the fire escapes,
most of us assembled on the pavement of Eastcastle Street to watch the proceedings. Perhaps
the passing of the word had been a little too hasty,
since it had to be repeated from Street level to
those individuals who were leaning out of the
windows of the Hong Kong Tunnel section
wondering why so many S.W.K.P. staff were
down below.
Some disappointment was expressed that we
didn’t get several squad cars roaring up with
lights flashing and sirens wailing—in fact the

only evidence of ‘the Law’ that could be seen
were two constables who strolled down Winsley
Street but did not stop. We shall probably never
know whether they considered taking the names
of all those who were plainly loitering near the
rear of the premises—perhaps they decided that
they were heavily out-numbered; at any rate
they departed without comment. Shortly after
wards while the building was still being searched
a Partner was heard to pronounce the
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problems have arisen. Dredging of the trenches
for the seawalls and for the foundations for the
runway and taxiway extensions is virtually com
plete. The dredging was carried out by an
assortment of Japanese and Hong Kong grab
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had earlier been filled. Did we detect a look of
disappointment on the faces of some of those who
left early arriving the following morning to find
the building still there?
*

*

*

The latest addition to the family of machines
that whirr, click and bleep away at the rear of
the fourth floor is a gadget known as the Digitiser.
This is a device for converting plotted points
into punched cards, and not, as suggested by one
Senior Engineer, “an instrument for extracting
engineers’ digits when trying to get contract
documents out on time”.
*

*

*

Connoisseurs of rumours have had plenty to
keep them going of late. As the list of tenants’
names on the entrance lobby wall gets steadily
shorter, speculation as to our own future location
grows ever more wide-ranging. Will we have to
move? If so, where—Victoria? Croydon? Lea
mington Spa? Amalgamate with Glasgow Office?
Reported glimpses through half-open Conference
Room doors of maps peppered with coloured
pins only serve to set the rumours going again.
In the absence of any firm information, we grit
our teeth and carry on, disregarding the wag who
suggests that one Monday morning the Partners’
suite will be found to be empty, save for a pile
of National Insurance cards on an upturned tea
chest
*

*

married in Cornwall; now they have made
doubly sure by having the knot tied again at
Spetsai, in the Greek Islands. Elizabeth Wilson
and Gary Aliden (late of Joe Cassell’s section)
have become engaged, as have Janet Cardozo
and Maurice Poole, Richard Parker and Gloria
Newman, and David Farthing and Janet Martin
(David is now at Salford University doing post
graduate studies in Highway Engineering). To
all these couples we send our best wishes for
future happiness.
Our warmest felicitations also to parents of
new arrivals: sons for Eunice and Morris Hopkins
and Bob and Paula Goodman; daughters for
Mike and Sandra Bailey and Narayan and
Nalini Bokil.
Vodek Prylinski has, besides sprouting a beard,
acquired a grandson, Mathew Wlodzimierz
(which latter, he says, is pronounced Vodek, in
Hampshire).
*

*

Some surprise was caused recently here when
Nick Finn was observed parading through both
fourth and sixth floors in his University gown.
Some of us were heartened at the thought that
the eccentric individual was not yet an extinct
breed, but in fact he was doing it for a bet. He
was not, however, inclined to take on a further
bet with the Bridges section to glide round the
sixth floor in a bathing costume, when he realised
they meant a bikini.
*

*

Congratulations and best wishes to Tee Pemba
and Lhakpa Dolma, also Clive Johnston and
Marie Wright, who have ignored Mr. Punch’s
advice and married. Paul Croney and Aliki
Roussen were reported in our last issue as having

*

*

Mr. Moodie returned to the office in August
looking fit and well, if perhaps a little slimmer,
and we were pleased to see that he had made a
good recovery.
Norman Childs is, at the time of writing, in
hospital, but it is hoped that his stay will be of
short duration.
*

*

*

Congratulations to Sarah Hawkey and Cohn
Earle on their marriage at St. Just-in-Roseland,
Cornwall, on the 24th July. Sarah is programming
for 1.C.L. in Bristol and Cohn teaches Mathe
matics at 1-lenbury Comprehensive School.
*

*
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It seems that even in the world of engineering
we shall not be immune from the scope of the
Industrial Relations Act, and Senior Engineers
here were recently lectured on its effects by Mr.
Peplow of UKAPE. Pressure seems to be growing
on professional engineers to band together in
some form of alliance, and if not UKAPE, then
probably ASTMS or DATA would be ready to
step in. Shop stewards in Winsley Street? Surely
not, Carruthers!

*

*

*

We end with a tale which may bring some
comfort to anyone who has ever boarded a bus
for Battersea and found himself turned off at

Camden Garage, It seems that one of our Senior
Engineers (who shall be nameless) of Polish
extraction, boarded a plane at Heathrow intend
ing to travel to Glasgow. On being served coffee,
instead of the breakfast which is usual on the
Glasgow service, he enquired whether BEA were
short of catering funds! “Well,” said the steward,
“in 35 minutes’ flight time we couldn’t possibly
serve breakfast.” “35 minutes!” replied our hero,
“Surely we can’t get to Glasgow in 35 minutes?”
“No, but we can get to Manchester,” was the
answer. And of course, you can’t ring the bell
and get off a Trident, so to Manchester he had
to go. It was BEA’s fault for changing the checkin gate at the last minute, so lie says
Seasons Greetings to you all from
THE LONDON LIGHTS

*

As mentioned elsewhere, Phil Green will be
deserting the Soils Lab shortly for the academic
atmosphere of Cambridge. This will occupy him
during the Lent Terms of 1972 and 1973; by way
of filling in his spare time he will be attending
meetings of the British Geotechnical Committee,
to which he has recently been elected. Roly
Edwards’ talents have also been recognised in
wider spheres, as he has been elected Chairman
of the Association of Engineering Geologists
(London section) for 1971/2.
*

*

*

CHRISTMAS, 1971

*

Editorial
Js there have only been two Pontifacts
this year, it might be supposed that
there are grounds for charging the
Editors with neglect of their duties. We would,
however, plead extenuating circumstances, and
lay the blame on the postal strike which delayed
the Spring edition until it became the Summer
edition. We hope that this issue redresses the
balance, partially at least, by presenting articles
on what we think is a very interesting range of
topics. Next year we hope to again publish three
issues which should not prove difficult if the
articles flow in as they have done this time.
We welcome to the Editorial Board, Paul
Disney, who we hope will add youthful enthu
siasm and energy to the other well-known
qualities which the Editors already exhibit. Paul
is something of a rare specimen, editorially
speaking—he volunteered for the job. We are
happy to have his assistance and hope he will
enjoy his work with us.

No apologies are made for the following bit
of own-trumpet-blowing—we have actually
‘scooped’ a news story. Dick Cooper wrote an
excellent account of the rescue on Mount Kenya
for our Christmas 1970 issue, and this same
event was chronicled by the Readers’ Digest in
October of this year. As well as confirming the
newsworthiness of the story this later account re
affirms the courage and determination shown by
those who took part in the rescue.
Finally, may we thank all those who responded
so well to our appeal for contributions, exhort
all those who have ever considered writing to turn
thoughts into action, and wish all our readers a
Merry Christmas and a Prosperous New Year.

Mavis Johnson
Paul Disney
Stephen Oliver
Geoffrey Moore
Roland Pilcher
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